
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



Hi» WlDEMrn 



I' 



2044 




HU JSLX L 



HArASSGlOWRlES 



Oi)rxr,l 



.-^^*'^v 



■:^: .^^.v.:. ;'-; ^_ 



::^':-'-;:- 



,^^:.^;-.X :->?►, ^ 



-\^r-[ 






: ' ^-- 




r.;-^:?. 



HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



4"^ 



0-' ■ :vr 




Digitized by V^jCK)Q I L *^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



MRS. BURNETT'S BOOKS. 



THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S. lamo, paper, 

Cloth. Illustrated, ... 

HAWORTH'S. Illustrated, lamo, 
THROUGH ONE ADMINISTRATION, lamo, 
LOUISIANA. Illustrated. i2mo, 
A FAIR BARBARIAN. i2mo. . 
SURLY TIM, and Other Stories, lamo, 
VAGABONDIA. lamo, paper, 

Cloth 

EARLIER STORIES. First Series. Paper, 

Cloth 

EARLIER STORIES. Second Series. Paper, 

Cloth 

Neva and Uniform Edition of the above 
Clotky in a box, $ii.SO. 



$o 50 
I 2S 
I 25 
• 50 
» as 
I as 
I as 

50 
I as 

SO 
I as 

so 
I as 



THE PRETTY SISTER OF JOs£. Cloth. 

Illustrated, . . $1 OO 



LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY. Illustrated 

by R. B. Birch. Square 8vo, . $2 00 

SARA CREWE ; or. What Happened at Miss 

Minchen's. Illustrated. Square 8vo, . . 1 00 
LITTLE SAINT ELIZABETH, and Other 

Stories. Illustrated. Square 8vo, 
GIOVANNI AND THE OTHER. Illustrated. 

Square Bvo 

PiCCINO, and Other Child Stories. Illustrated. 

Square Bvo, I 5^ 



I 50 



• SO 



THE ONE I KNEW THE BEST OF ALL. 

illustrated, lamo, . • * • . $a 00 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 




SHE STEPPBD INTO TBB OALLBttY BEFORB HB COULD PKOTEST. 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQI^ 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S 



BY 



Vr,, £., FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT 



NEW YORK 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

1895 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 







Copyright by 

SCRIBNER, ARMSTRONG fc Ca 

1877 



AND BOOKBINOINQ OOMnMifc 
hEW YOflK, 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



CONTENTS. 



rACi 

OHAPTEB L "^ 

A DilBoDlt Oaae. '.... 1 



CHAPTER n. 
"Lui»» 14 

CHAPTER m. 
The ReveTend Harold Barholm 'M 

CHAPTER IT. 
** Love me, Love my Dog**. 80 

CHAPTER V. 
Oatedde the Hedge 46 

CHAPTER VL 
Joaa and the Child 57 

CHAPTER Vn. 
Antoe at the Cottage (0 

CHAPTER Vra. 
The Wager ol Bafelle 80 

CHAPTER IX. 
The NewB at the ReotoTy 98 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



W OOIfTBNT& 

4U 

CHAPTER X. 
QnibeKnol Boat. 8S 

CHAPTER XL 
Nib and his Ifaster moke a Call 9t 

CHAPTER XIL 
OnGnard 90 

CHAPTER XUI. 
Joan and the Picture M 

CHAPTER XIV. 
The open **Da\ry»» :.. IM 

CHAPTER XV. 
ADiBOoyeiy • IIC 

CHAPTER XVL 
* * Owd Sammy " in Trouble 1 15 

CHAFPER XVIL 
The Member of Parliament. , 13G 

CHAPTER XVIII. 
A ConfesBion of Faith , , 190 

CHAPTER XIX. 
Ribbona t88 

CHAPTER XX. 
fba new Gatekeeper 110 

CHAPTER XXI. 
Derrick's Qaeation 14* 

CHAPTER XXn. 
Ifartmr Landsell'B Son W 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



VOJfTBNTB. f 

PAO* 

OHAPTBE xxiil, 
^CMUijblei**. VR 



OHAPTEB TYTV , 
Dan Lowri6*s Betnm. .••... 04 

CHAPTER XXV. 
neoldDanger IM 

CHAPTER XXVI. 
The Package retained • 174 

CHAPTER XXVIL 
BammyCraddook'B ^^Hanny-ensia** 179 

CHAPTER XXVm. 
Warned 189 

CHAPTER "XTTTY . 
IjyfaigmWait 193 

CHAPTISt XXX. 
The Slip of Paper 199 

CHAPTER XXXI. 
The taBt Blow SOB 

CHAPTER XXXII. 
•* Tamed Mefthody" 808 

CHAPTER XXXnL 
rtfce W5 

CHAPTER XXXrV. 
TheDedaUm M9 

CHAPTER XXXV. 
bi«hePit 226 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



▼I OONTBNTS, 

rAM 

OHAPTEB XXXVX 

AHwYet 981 

CHAPTER XXXVn. 
Watching and Waitmg. M 

OHAPTEB XXXVIIL 
Beoognition Ml 

OHAPTEB XXXTX. 
Xesttmonial 946 

OHAPTEB XL. 
Going South 950 

OHAPTEB XLL 
"ABoarto'PoUygy" 965 

OHAPTEB XLII. 
Aflhley-Wold 968 

OHAPTHB XLIII. 
Lie oomes Back ..964 

OHAPTEB XLIV. 
NotTtl 161 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S. 



1 



OHAPTEK L 

A DIFBTOULT OABB. 



Thby did not bok like women, or at least a stranger 
new to the district might easily have been misled by theii 
appearance, as they stood together in a group, by the pit's 
mouth. There were about a dozen of them there — all 
"pit-girls," as they were called; women who wore a 
dress more than half masculine, and who talked loudly 
and laughed discordantly, and some of whom, God knows. 
had faces as hard and brutal as the hardest of their col- 
lier brothers and husbands and sweethearts. They had 
lived among the coal-pits, and had worked early and late 
at the " mouth," ever since they had been old enough to 
take part in the heavy labor. It was not to be wondered 
at that they had lost all bloom of womanly modesty and 
gentleness. Their mothers had been "pit-girls" in their 
lime, their grandmothers in theirs ; they had been born 
in coarse homes ; they had fared hardly, and worked hard ; 
Qiey had breathed in the dust and grime of coal, and^ 
aomchow or other, it seemed to stick to them and reveal 
itself in their natures as it did in their bold unwashed 
facea At first one shrank from them, but one's shrink 
ing could not fail to change to pity. There was no ele 
1 
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9 THAT lASS^a ZOWRIBTS. 

ment of aoftness to rule or even influence them in theii • 
half savage existence. 

On the particular evening of which I speak, the group 
At the pit's mouth were even more than usually noisy 
They were laughing, gossiping and joking, — coarse 
enough jokes, — and now and then a listener might have 
heard an oath flung out as if all were well used to the 
sound. Most of them were young women, though there 
were a few older ones among them, and the prikcipal 
figure in the group — the center figure, about whom the 
rest clustered — was a young woman. But she differed 
from the rest in two or three respects. The others 
seemed somewhat stunted in growth ; she was tall enough 
to be imposing. She was as roughly clad as the poorest 
of them, but she wore her uncouth garb differently. The 
man's jacket of fustian, open at the neck, bared a hand- 
some sunbrowned throat. The man's hat shaded a face 
with dark eyes that had a sort of animal beauty, and a 
well-molded chin. It was at this girl that all the rough 
jokes seemed to be directed. 

" I'll tell thee, Joan," said one woman, " we'st ha' thee 
sweetheartin' wi' him afore th' month's out." 

" Aye," laughed her fellows, " so we shall. Tha'st ha' 
to turn soft after aw. Tha conna stond out again' th' 
Lunnon chap. We'st ha' thee sweetheartin', Joan, i' th* 
£ace o' aw tha'st said." 

Joan Lowrie faced them defiantly : 

^ Tha'st noan ha' me sweetheartin' wi* siccan a fooV 
the said, " I amna ower fond o' men folk at no time. Tvc 
had my fill on 'em ; a^id I'm noan loike to tak' up wi' 
luch loike as this un. An' he's no an a Lunnoner neither 
He's on'y fro' th' South. An th' South is na Lunnon." 

"He's gotten' Lunnon ways tho'," put in another 
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A DIFFICULT OASB. | 

'^Choppin' hiB words up an' mincin' 'em sma\ Be'i 
Doan Lancashire, ony gowk conld tell." 

^*I dunnot see as he minces so," said Joan roughly. 
'^ He dunnot speak onr loike, but he's well enow i' hit 
way." 

A boisterous peal of laughter interrupted her. 

"I thowt tha' ca'ed him a foo' a minute sin'," cried twc 
or three voices at once. " Eh, Joan, lass, tha'st goin' t 
change thy moind, I see." 

The girl's eyes flashed. 

" Theer's others I could ca' f oo's," she said ; " I need 
na go far to foind foo's. Foo' huntin's th' best sport out, 
an' th' safest. Leave th' engineer ^alone an' leave me 
alone too. It '11 be th' best fur yo'." 

She turned round and strode out of the group. 
Another burst of derisive laughter followed her, but she 
took no notice of it. She took no notice of anything — 
not even of the two men who at that very moment passed 
and turned to look at her as she went by. 

" A fine creature ! " said one of them. 

" A fine creature I " echoed the other. " Yes, and you 
see that is precisely it. Derrick. * A fine creature ' — 
and nothing else." 

They were the young engineer and his friend the 
Reverend Paul Grace, curate of the parish. There were 
never two men more unlike, physically and mentally, and 
yet it would have been a hard task to find two natures 
more harmonious and sympathetic. Still most people 
wondered at and failed to comprehend their friendship. 
The mild, nervous little Oxonian barely reached Derrick's 
shoulder ; his finely cut face was singularly feminine and 
innocent ; the mild eyes beaming from behind his small 
spectacles had an absent, dreamy look. One could nol 
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4 THAT LASS (^ LOWROfS 

fail to see at the first glance, that this refined, restlesi^ 
conscieutiouB little gentleman was hardly the person to 
cope successfully with Eiggan. Derrick strode by his side 
like a young son of Anak — ^brains and muscle evenlv 
!>alanced and fully developed. 

He turned his head over his shoulder to look at Joaii 
Lowrie once again. 

" That girl," said Grace, " has worked at the pit's mouth 
from her childhood ; her mother was a pit girl until she 
died— of hard work, privation and ill treatment. Her 
father is a collier and lives as most of them do — drinking, 
rioting, fighting. Their home is such a home as you have 
seen dozens of since you came here ; the girl could not 
better it if she tried, and would not know how to begin if 
she felt inclined. She has borne, they tell me, such treat- 
ment as would have killed most women. She has been 
beaten, bruised, felled to the earth by this father of hers, 
who is said to be a perfect fiend in his cups. And yet 
she holds to her place in their wretched hovel, and makes 
herself a slave to the fellow with a dogged, stubborn de- 
termination. What can I do with such a case as that, 
Derrick?" 

" Y ;a have tried to make friends with the girl ? " said 
Derrick. 

Grace colored sensitively. 

" There is not a man, woman or child in the parish," 
ho answered, "with whom I have not conscientiously 
tiled to make friends, and there is scarcely one, I 
think, with whom I have succeeded. Why can I not suc- 
ceed t Why do I always fail ? The fault must be with 
myself " 

" A mistake that at the outset," interposed Derrick 
" There is no ' fault ' in the matter ; there is simply mi§ 
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A DLFFIOULT OABB. ft 

fortnne. Your parishioners are so unfcrtunate as not to 
be able to understand you, and on your part you are ao 
unfortunate as to fail at first to place yourself on the right 
footing with them. I say ' at first,' you observe. Gire 
yourself time, Grace, and give them time too." 

" Thank you," said the Keverend Paul. ^* But speak- 
ing of this girl — ^ That lass o' Lewrie's,' as she is alwayi 
called — Joan I believe her name is. Joan Lowrie is, I 
can assure you, a weight upon me. I cannot help her 
and I cannot rid my mind of her. She stands apart from 
her fellows. She has most of the faults of her class, but 
none of their follies ; and she has the reputation of being 
half feared, half revered. The man who dared to ap- 
proach her with the coarse love-making which is the 
fashion among them, would rue it to the last day of his 
life. She seems to defy all the world." 

" And it is impossible to win upon her % " 

" More than impossible. The first time I went to hef 
with sympathy, I felt myself a child in her hands. She 
never laughed nor jeered at me as the rest do. She stood 
before me like a rock, listening until I had finished speak- 
ing. ' Parson,' she said, ' if thal't leave me alone, I'll 
leave thee alone,' and then turned about and walked into 
the house. I am nothing but ^ th' parson ' to these people, 
and ' th' parson ' is one for whom they have little respect 
and no sympathy." 

He was not far wrong. The stolid heavy-natured col- 
liers openly looked down upon ' th' parson.' A ' bit of a 
whipper snapper,' even the best-natured called him in 
sovereign contempt for his insignificant physical propor- 
tions. Truly the sensitive little gentleman's lines had not 
Fallen in pleasant places. And this was not all. Tliere 
was anothe] source of discouragement with which he had 
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to battle in secret, though of this he would have felt h 
almost dishonor to complain. But Derrick's keen eyes had 
seen it long ago, and, understanding it well, he sympa 
thized with his friend accordingly. Yet, despite the 
many rebuffs the curate had met with, he was not con. 
qnei^d by any means. His was not an easily subdued 
nature, after all. He was very warm on the subject of 
Joan Lowrie this evening — so warm, indeed, that the in- 
terest the mere sight of the girl had awakened in Der- 
rick's mind was considerably heightened. They were still 
speaking of her when they stopped before the door of 
Grace's modest lodgings. 

" You will come in, of course? " said Paul. 

"Yes," Derrick answered, "for a short time. I am 
tired and shall feel all the better for a cup of Mrs. Bur- 
nie's tea," pushing the hair back from his forehead, as he 
had a habit of doing when a little excited. 

He made the small parlor appear smaller than ever, 
when he entered it. He was obliged to bend his head 
when he passed through the door, and it was no^. until he 
had thrown himself Into the largest easy chair, that the 
trim apartment seemed to regain its countenance. 

Grace paused at the table, and with a suddwn flush, took 
up a letter that lay there among two or three ^miDtereeting- 
lookiiig epistles. 

" It is a note from Miss Anice," he said, vX)ming to the 
hearth and applying his pen-knife in a gei tie way to the 
small square envelope. 

" Not a letter, Grace ? " said Derrick witl a smile. 

" A letter 1 Oh dear, no I She has neve; written me a 
letter. They are always notes with some S'>rt of business 
object. She has very decided views on the subject «* 
miscellaneous letter- writing" 
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Ha read the note himself and then handed it to 
Derrick. 

It was a com])act5 decide! hand, free bom the suspi 
c?on of an nnnecessary curve. 

<'Dbab Mb. Gbacb,— 

*' Kany thanks for the book. Yon are very kind indeed. Pray Isi 
u hMu: something more about your people. I am afraid papa most find 
(iiMK Yory discouraging, but I cannot help feeling interested. GtUnd* 
Duuv^oa wishes to be remembered to you. 

'* With more thanks, 

'* Believe me your friend, 

Akiob Babholm.*' 

Derrick refolded the note and handed it back to his 
friend. To tell the truth, it did not impress him very 
favorably. A girl not yet twenty years old, who could 
write such a note as this to a man who loved her, must be 
rather too self-contained and well balanced. 

" You have never told me much of this story, Grace," 
he said. 

" There is not much to tell," answered the curate, flush 
mg again. " She is the Eector's daughter. I have known 
her three years. Ton remember I wrote to you about 
meeting her while you were in India. As for the rest, I 
do not exactly understand myself how it is that I have 
gone so far, having so — so little encouragement — ^in fact 
having had no encouragement at all ; bat, however that 
is, it has grovm upon me. Derrick, — ^my feeling for her 
has grown into my life. She has never cared for me. I 
am quite sure of that, you see. Indeed, I could hardly 
expect it. It is not her way to care for men as they are 
likely to care for her, though it will come some day, 1 
suppose — with the coming man," half smiling. " She if 
simply what she signs herself here, my friend Anice Bar 
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hem, and I am thankful for that much. She would not 
write even that if she did not mean it" 

" Bless my soul," broke in Derrick, tossing back hii 
bead impatiently ; " and she is only nineteen yet, 70a 
»ay!'^ 

" Only nineteen,' said the curate, with simple trustful- 
uess in his friend's sympathy, "but different, you knew 
from any other woman I have ever seen." 

The tea and toast came in then, and they sat down to- 
gether to partake of it Derrick knew Anice quite weU 
before the meal was ended, and yet he had not asked 
many questions. He knew how Grace had met her at 
her father's house — an odd, self-reliant, very pretty and 
youthful-looking little creature, with the force and de- 
cision of half a dozen ordinary women hidden in her 
small frame ; how she had seemed to like him ; how their 
intimacy had grown ; how his gentle, deep-rooted passion 
had grown with it; how he had learned to understand 
that he had nothing to hope for. 

" I am a little fearful for the result of her first visit 
here," said Grace, pushing his cup aside and looking 
troubled. " I cannot bear to think of her being disap- 
pointed and disturbed by the half -savage state in which 
these people live. She knows nothing of the mining dis- 
tricts. She has never been in Lancashire, and they 
have always lived in the South. She is in Kent now, 
with Mrs. Barholm's mother. And though I have tried, 
in my short letters to her, to prepare her for the rough 
flide of life she will be obliged to see, I am afraid it is im- 
pressible for her to realize it, and it may be a shock to her 
when she comes." 

^ She is coming to Riggan then t " said Derrick. 

" In a few weeks. She has been vi» iting Mrs. Gallo 
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way since the Ilector gave up his living at Ashley wolJe, 
and Mrs. Barholm told me to-day that she spoke in her 
last letter of comiog to them.'' 

The moon was sliining brightly when Derrick steppea 
out into the street later in the evening, and though the 
ail was somewhat chill it was by no means unpleasant. 
He had rather a long walk before him. He disliked the 
smoke and dust of the murky little town, and chose to 
live on its outskirts ; but he was fond of sharp exercise, 
and regarded the distance between his lodging and the 
field of his daily labor as an advantage. 

" I work off a great deal of superfluous* steam between 
the two places," he said to Grace at the door. "The 
wind coming across Boggart Brow has a way of scattering 
and cooling restless plans and feverish fancies, that is good 
for a man. Half a mile of the Knoll Eoad is often enough 
to blow all the morbidness out of a fellow." 

To-night by the time he reached the corner that turned 
him upon the Knoll Koad, his mind had wandered upon 
an old track, but it had been drawn there by a new ob- 
ject, — nothing other than Joan Lowrie, indeed. The im- 
pression made upon him by the story of Joan and her 
outcast life was one not easy to be effaced. The hard- 
est miseries in the lot of a class in whom he could not 
fail to be interested, were grouped abo:;t that dramatic 
figure. He was struck, too, by a painful sense of incon 
gruity. 

^ If she had been in this other girl's niche,'' he said, 
• if she had lived the life of this Anice " 

But he did not finish his sentence. Something, not 
loany yards beyond him, caught his eye — a figure seated 
upon the road-side near a collier's cottage — evidently a 
pit girl in some trouble, for her head was bowed upon hei 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



10 THAT LA88 Q LOWBIB'8 

hmids, and there was a dogged sort of misery expressed vl 
her very posture. 

" A woman," he said aloud. " What woman, I wonder 
Thip. k not the time for any woman to be sitting hcr€ 
albne.^ 

He crossed the road at once, and going to the giil, 
touched her lightly on the shoulder. 

*^ My lass," he said good-naturedly, " what ails you ? " 

She raised her head slowly as if she were dizzy and be- 
wildered. Her face was disfigured by a bruise, and on 
one temple was a cut from which the blood trickled down 
her cheek; but the moonlight showed him that it was 
Foan. He removed his hand from her shoulder and drew 
back a pace. 

" Tou have been hurt I " he exclaimed. 

''Aye," she answered deliberately, " I've had a hurt — a 
bad un." 

He did not ask her how she had been hurt. He knew 
as well as if she had told him, that it had been done in 
one of her father's fits of drunken passion. He had seen 
this sort of thing before during his sojourn in the mining 
districts. But, shamefully repulsive as it had been to 
him, he had never felt the degradation of it as fiercely 
as he did now. 

" You are Joan Lowrie ? " he said. 

" Aye, I'm Joan Lowrie, if it '11 do yo' ony good U: 
blow." 

" You must have something done to that cut upon your 
temple," 

She put up her hand and wiped the blood awaj as \l 
unpatient at his persistence. 

" It '11 do well enow as it is," she said. 

" Tiat is a mistake," he answered. " Yon are losing 
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more blo3d tLan you imagine. Will you let me holf 
you I " 

She stirred uneasily. 

Derrick took no notice of the objection. He drew hia 
handkerchief from his pocket, and, after some lituo efiFtrt^ 
managed to stanch tile bleeding, and having done ao. 
bound the wound up. Perhaps something in his sympa 
thetic silence and the quiet consideration of his maimer 
touched Joan. Her face, upturned almost submissive- 
ly, for the moment seemed tremulous, and she set her 
lips together. She did not speak until he had finished, 
and then she rose and stood before him immovable as 
ever, 

" Thank yo'," she said in a suppressed voide, " I canna 
say no more." 

" Never mind that," he answered, " I could have done 
no less. If you could go home now " 

" I shall na go whoam to neet," she interrupted him. 

" You cannot remain out of doors ! " he exclaimed. ^ 

" If I do, it wunnot be th' first toime," meeting his 
startled glance vnth a pride which defied him to pity or 
question her. But his sympathy and interest must have 
stirred hor, for the next minute her manner softened. 
" I've done it often," she added, " an' nowts nivver feared 
me. To' need na care, Mester, I'm used to Jt." 

" But I cannot go away and leave you here," he said. 

^* Ton canna do no other," she answered. 

** Have you no friends ? " he ventured hesitatingly. 

^* No, I ha' not," she said, hardening again, and she 
tamed away as if she meant to end the discussion. But 
he would not leave her. The spirit of determination was 
•B strong in his character as in her own. He tore a leal 
from his po<:ket-book, and, writing a few lines upon it, 
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hauded it to her. "If you will take that tc Thwaites 
wife," he said, " there will be no necessity for your re- 
maining out of doors all night." 

She took it from him mechanically; but when h« 
finished speaking, her calmness left her. Her hand be- 
gan to tremble, and then her whole frame, and the next 
instant the note fell to the ground, and she dropped into 
her old place again, sobbing passionately and hiding lier 
face on her arras. 

" I wunnot tak' it ! " she cried. " I wunnot go no wheer 
an' tell as I'm turned loike a dog into th' street." 

Iler misery and shame shook her like a tempest. But 
she subdued herself at last. 

*^ 1 dunnot see as yo' need care," she protested half re- 
sentfully. "Other folk dunnot. I'm lef t to mysen most 
o' toimes." Her head fell again and she trembled from 
head to foot 

"But I do care I " he returned. " I cannot leave you 
here and will not. If you will trust me and do as I tell 
you, the people you go to need know nothing you do not 
choose to tell them." 

It was evident that his determination made her falter, 
and seeing this he followed up his advantage and so f ai 
improved it that at last, after a few more arguments, she 
rose slowly and picked up the fallen paper. 

" If I mun go, I mun," she said, twisting it nervously 
in her fingers, and then there was a pause, in which she 
plainly lingered to say something, for she stood before 
him with a restrained air and downcast face. She broke 
the silence herself, however, suddenly looking up and fix- 
mg her large eyes full upon him. 

" If I was a lady," she said, " happen I should kno>^ 
whftt to say to yo' ; but bein' what I am, I dunnot Hap 
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pen AS yo're a gentleman yo' know what I'd loike to sa^ 
an canna— happen yo' do." 

Even as she spoke, the instinct of defiance in her nataro 
struggled against that of gratitude ; but the finer instinci 
conquered. 

" We v;^ill not speak of thanks/' he said. " I may neeJ 
help some day, and come to you for it." 

" If yo' ivver need help at th' pit will yo' come to me ? '- 
she demanded. "I've seen th' toime as I could ha'gi'en 
help to th' Mesters ef I'd had th' tnoind. If yo'U pro- 
mise ^Aa^—— " 

" I wii* promise it," he answered her. 

" An' I'll promise to gi' it yo'," eagerly. " So that's 
fcettled. Now I'll go my ways. Good neet to yo'." 

"Good night," he returned, and uncovering with as 
grave a courtesy as he might have shown to the finest ladj 
ui the land, or to his own mother or sister, he stood at the 
road-iidc and watched her until f he was out of sight. 
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CHAPTER n 



^ Th' owd Ud's been at his tricks again/' was the lougb 
comment made on Joan Lowrie's appearance when sht 
came down to her work the next morning; but Joan 
looked neither right nor left, and went to her place with 
out a word. Not one among them had ever heard her 
speak of her miseries and wrongs, or had known her tc 
do otherwise than ignore the fact that their existence was 
well known among her fellow- workers. 

When Derrick passed her on his way to his duties, she 
looked up from her task with a flxint, quick color, and re- 
plied to his courteous gesture with a curt yet not ungra 
cious nod. It was evident that not even her gratitude 
would lead her to encourage any advances. But, not 
withstanding this, he did not feel repelled or disappoint- 
ed. He had learned enough of Joan, in their brief inter- 
view, to prepare him to expect no other mannfer.from her. 
He was none the less interested in the girl because he 
found himself forced to regard her curiously and criti- 
callv, and at a distance. He watched her as she went 
%lK>'it her work, silent, self-contained and solitary. 

" That ^ass o' Lowrie's ! " said a superannuated old col 
iier once, in answer to a remark of Derrick's. " Eh ' 
hoo'a a rare un, hoo is ! Th' f ellys is haaf f eart on her 
Tha' sees hoo's getten a bit o' skoolin'. Hoo con read ^ 
bit, if tha'll believe it, Mester," with a touch of pride 
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** Not as th' owd chap ivver did owt fur her V that 
road," the speaker went on, nothing loath to gossip with 
' one o' th' Mesters.' " He nivver did nowt fur her but 
spend her wage i' drink. But theer wur a neet skoo' here 
a few years sen', an' th' lass went her ways wi' a few o' th' 
3teady uns, an' they say as she getten ahead on 'em aw, so 
as it wur a wonder. Just let her set her mind to dc owt 
an' she'll do it." 

" Here," said Derrick to Paul that night, as the engi- 
neer leaned back in Iiis easy chair, glowering at the grate 
and knitting his brows, " Here," he said, " is a creature 
with the majesty of a Juno— though really nothing but 
a girl in years — who rules a set of savages by the mere 
power of a superior will and mind, and yet a woman 
who works.M the mouth of a coal-pit, — ^who caimot write 
her own name, and who is beaten by her fiend of a father 
as if she were a dog. Good Heaven ! what is she doing 
here ? What does it all riean ? " 

The Eeverend Paul put up his delicate hand deprecat- 
ingly. . . 

" My dear Fergus," he said, " if I dare — if my own life 
and the lives of others would let me — I think I should be 
tempted to give it up, as one gives up other puzzles, 
when one is beaten by them." 

Derrick looked at him, forgetting himself in a sudden 
sympathetic comprehension. 

" Ton have been more than ordinarily discouraged to- 
day," he said. " What is it, Grace." 

"Do you know Sammy Oraddock," was the reply. 

***Owd Sammy Oraddock'?" said Derrick with a 
Uugh. "Wasn't it *Owd Sammy,' who was talking tc 
me to-day about Joan Lowrie ? " 

" I dare say it was," sighing. " And if you know Sam- 
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my Craddock, you know one of the principal caiaseB ol 
my discouragement. I went to see him this afternoon^ 
and I have not quite — quite got over it, in fact" 

Derrick's interest in his friend's trials was stirred af 
Dsual at the first signal of distress. It was the part of Ids 
stronger and more evenly balanced nature to be conHtaiitlj 
ready with generous sympathy and comfort. 

" It has struck me," he said, " that Craddock is cue ol 
the institutions of Eiggan. I should like to hear some- 
thing definite concerning him. Why is he your principal 
cause of discouragement, in the first place ? " 

" Because he is the man of all others whom it is hard 
for me to deal vnth, — because he is the shrewdest, the 
most irreverent and the most disputatious old fellow in 
Riggan. And yet, in the face of all this, because he is so 
often right, that I am forced into a sort of respect for him." 

" Right 1" repeated Derrick, raising his eyebrows. 
" That's bad." 

Grace rose from the chair, flushing up to the roots of 
his hair, — 

"Right!" he reiterated. "Tes, right I say. And 
how, 1 ask you, can a man battle against the faintest 
element of right and truth, even when it will and m/aat 
arraign itself on the side of wrong. If I could shut my 
eyes to the right, and see only the wrong, I might leave 
myself at least a blind content, but I cannot — I cannot 

If I could look upon these things as Barholm does " 

But here he stopped, suddenly checking himself. 

" Thank God you cannot," put in Derrick quietly. 

For a few minutes the Reverend Paul paced the rooio 
in silence, 

" Among the men who were once his fellow-workers, 
Craddock is an oracle," he went on. " His inflnence if 
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act aiiiike Joan Lowrie's. It is the lollaence of a strong 
mind over weaker ones. His sharp sarcastic speeches are 
pioverbs among the Rigganites; he amuses them and 
can make them listen to him. When he holds up ^ Th' 
(»wd parson 'to their ridicule, he sweeps all before him 
He can undv^ in an liour what I have struggled a year tc 
accomplish. He was a collier himself until he became 
8iperaruuated, and he knows their natures, you see." 

'• What has he to say about Barholm ? " asked Derrick 
— Jv^ithout looking at his friend, however. 

" Oh 1 " he protested, " that is the worst side of it — ^thal 
is miserable — ^that is wretched ! I may as well speak 
openly. Barholm is his strong card, ^nd that is what baf « 
fles me. He scans Barholm with the 5ye of an eagle. He 
does not spare a single weakness. He studies him — he 
knows his favorite phrases and gestures by heart, and has 
used them until there is not a Riggan collier who does not 
recognize them when they are presented to him, and ap- 
plaud them as an audience might applaud the staple jokes 
of a popular actor." 

Explained even thus far, the case looked difficult 
enough ; but Derrick felt no wonder at his friend's dis- 
oouragement when he had heard his story to the end, and 
understood it fully. 

The living at Riggan had never been happily man- 
aged. It had been presented to men who did not un 
derstand the people under their charge, and to men whoir 
the people failed to understand ; but possibly it had 
never before fallen into the hands of a man who was so 
little qualified to govern Rigganites, as was the present 
rector, the Reverend Harold Barholm. A man who haf 
mistaken his vocation, and \^ho has become ever so faint 
ly conscious of his blunder, may be a stumbling-block ir 
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another's path ; but restrained as he will be by his secret 
pangs of conscience, he can scarcely be an active obstruc- 
tionist But a man who, having mistaken the field of liig 
life's labor, yet remains amiably self-satisfied, and unoon 
ecioue of his unfitness, may do more harm in his serene 
Ignorance than he might have dene good if he had chosen 
bis proper sphere. Such a man as the last was the Rev- 
erend Harold. A good-natured, broad-shouldered, tact- 
less, self-suflicient person, he had taken up his work with 
a complacent feeling that no field of labor could fail to 
be benefited by his patronage; he was content now aa 
always. He had been content with himself and his intel- 
lectual progress at Oxford; he had been content v^ith 
his first parish at Ashley- wold ; he had been content then 
with the gentle-natured, soft-spoken Kentish men and 
women ; he had never feared finding himself unequal to 
the guidance of their souls, and he was not at all troubled 
by the prospect Eiggan presented to him. 

" It is a different sort of thing," he said to his curate, 
in the best of spirits, " and new to us — new of course ; 
but we shall get over that — we shall get over that easily 
enough, Grace." 

So with not a shadow of a doubt as to his speedy suc- 
cess, and with a comfortable confidence in ecclesiastical 
power, in whomsoever vested, he called upon his parish- 
ior.ers one after the other. He appeared at their cottages 
at all hours, and gave the same greeting to each of them. 
Fie was their new rector, and having come to Kiggar with 
the intention of doing them good, and improving theii 
moral condition, he intended to do them good, and im 
prove them, in spite of themselves. They must come tt 
church: it was their business to come to church, as it 
was his business to preach the gospel. All Jhis implied, 
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In half an hour's half-friendly, half-ecclesiastical convcr- 
Bation, garnished with a few favorite texts and religioin 
platitudes, and the man felt that he had done his duty, 
and done it welL 

Only one man nonplused him, and even this man's efFecl 
apon him was temporary, only lasting as long as his call, 
lie had been met with a dogged resentment in the major- 
ity of liis visits, but when he encountered * Owd Sammy 
Craddock ' he encountered a different sort of opposition. 

" Aye," said Owd Sammy, " an' so tha'rt th' new rector, 
art ta? I thowt as mich as another ud spring up as soon 
as th' owd un wur cut down. Tha parsens is a nettle as 
dunnot soon dee oot. Well, I'll leave thee to th' owd lass 
here. Hoo's a rare un fur gab when hoo' taks th' notion, 
an' I'm noan so mich i' th' humor t' argufy mysen to 
day." And he took his pipe from the mantel-piece and 
strolled out with an imperturbable air. 

But this was not the last of the matter. The Eectoi 
went again and again, cheerfully persisting in bringing 
the old sinner to a proper sense of his iniquities. There 
would be some triumph in converting such a veteran as 
Sammy Craddock, and he was confident of winning this 
laurel for himself. But the result was scarcely what he had 
expected. 'Owd Sammy' stood his ground like an eld 
soldier. The fear of man was not before his eyes, and 
^ parsens ' were his favorite game. He was as contuma- 
cious and profane as such men are apt to be, and he 
delighted in scattering his clerical antagonists as a taf h 
worthy of his mettle. He encountered the Reverend 
Harold with positive glee. He jeered at him in public, 
and sneered at him in private, and held him up to th« 
mockery of the collier men and lads, with the dramatic 
mimicry which ma 1e him so popular a character As Der 
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rick had said, Sammy Craddock was a Kiggan institation 
In his yontli, his fellows had feared his strength ; in hit 
old age they feared his wit " Let Owd Sammy tackle 
hhn," they said, when a new-comer was disputatious, and 
hard to manage; " Owd Sammy's th' one to gi' him one 
fur his nob. Owd Sammy'll fettle him— graidely." And 
the fact was that Oraddock's cantankerous sharpness of 
brain and tongue were usually efficacious. Sc he 
"tackled" Barholm, and so he "tackled" the curate 
But, for some reason, he was never actually bitter against 
Grace. He spoke of him lightly, and rather sneered al 
his physical insignificance ; but he did not hold him up to 
public ridicule. 

" I hav' not quite settled i' my moind about th' little 
chap," he would say sententiously to his admirers. "He's 
noansiccan a foo' as th' owd un, for he's a graidely foo', 
he is, and no mistake. At any rate a little foo' is better 
nor a big un." 

And there the matter stood. Against these tremendc us 
odds Grace fought — against coarse and perverted* natures, 
— worse than all, against the power that should have been 
ranged upon his side. And added to these discourage- 
ments, were the obstacles of physical delicacy, and an al- 
most morbid conscientiousness. A man of coarser fiber 
might have borne the burden better — or at least with less 
pain to himself. 

* A drop or so of Barholm's blood in Grace's veins,'" 
gaid Derrick, communing with himself on the Knol) 
Road after their interview — " a few drops of Barholm's 
rich, comfortable, stupid blood in Grace's veins would nol 
harm him. And yet it would ha\e to be bujt a few drcp« 
indeed," hastily. "On the whole 1 think it weald he 
better if he had more blood of his own." 
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The following day Miss Barliolm came. Bosinesd had 
takeu Derrick to the station in the morning, and being 
delayed, he was standing upon the platform when one of 
the London traijs came in. There were generally so few 
passengers on such trains who were likely to stop at Eig 
gan, that the few who did so were of some interest to the 
bystanders. Accordingly he stood gazing, in rather a 
preoccupied fashion, at the carriages, when the door of 
a first-class compartment opened, and a girl stepped out 
upon the platform near him. Before seeing her face one 
might have imagined her to be a child of scarcely more 
than fourteen or fifteen. This was Derrick's first impres- 
sion ; but when she turned toward him he saw at once 
that it was not a child. And yet it was a small face, wit! 
delicate oval features, smooth, clear skin, and stray locks 
of hazel brown hair that fell over the low forehead. She 
had evidently made a journey of some length, for she was 
encumbered with travelling wraps, and in her hands she 
held a little flower-pot containing a cluster of early blue 
violets,-«-such violets as would not bloom so far north as 
Riggan, for weeks to come. She stood upon the platform 
for a moment or so, glancing up and down as if in search 
of some one, and then, plainly deciding that the object of 
her quest had not arrived, she looked at Derrick in a busl- 
aess-like, questioning way. She was going to speak to 
liim. The next minute she stepped forward without a 
Ahadow of girlish hesitation. 

" May I trouble you to tell me where I can find a con 
reyance of some sort," she said. ^' I want to go tc the 
Rectory," 

Derriik uncovered, recognizing his friend's picture at 
onoe. 

" 1 think," he said with far more hesitancy thaif 
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Bhe had hereelf shown, "that this must be MifiS Bar 
holm." 

" Yes," she answered, " Anice Barholra. 1 think,'* she 
daid, " from what Mr. Grace has said to me, that you must 
be his friend." 

" I am one of Grace's friends," he answered, " Fergoi 
Derrick." 

She managed to free one of her small hands, and held 
it out to him. 

She had aiTived earlier than had been expected, i1 
turned out, and through some mysterious chance or other, 
her letters to her friends had not preceded her, so there 
was no carriage in waiting, and but for Derrick she would 
have been thrown entirely upon her own resources. But 
after their mutual introduction the two were friends at 
once, and before he had put her into the cab. Derrick had 
begun to understand what it was that led the Eeverend 
Paul to think her an exceptional girl. She knew where 
her trunks were, and was quite definite upon the subject 
of what must be done with them. Though pretty and 
frail looking enough, there was no suggestion of helpless- 
ness about her. When she was safely seated in the cab, 
she spoke to Derrick through the open window. 

" If you will come to the Rectory to-night, and let papa 
thank you," she said, " we shall all be very glad. Mr. 
Grace will be there, yau know, and I have a great many 
questions to ask which I think you must be able to answer.^ 

Derrick went back to his work, thinking about Misi 
JJarholm, of course. She was difFerent from othe? girla 
he felt, not only in her fragile frame and delicatd face 
but with another more subtle and less easily defined dif 
ference. There was a suggestion of tlie development ir 
a child of the soul of a woman. 
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Ooing down to the mine, Derrick found en approach- 
ing that there was some commotion among the workera at 
the pit's mouthj and before he turned in to his oflSce, he 
paused upon the threshold for a few minutes to see what 
it meant. But it was not a disturbance with whicli it W£« 
Msy foi an outsider to interfere. A knot of women 
drawn away from their work by some prevailing excite- 
ment, were gathered together around a girl — a pretty but 
pale and haggard creature, with a helpless despairing 
face — who stood at bay in the midst of them, clasping a 
child to her bosom — a target for all eyes. It was a 
wretched sight, and told its own story. 

"Wheer ha' yo' been, Liz?" Derrick heard two or three 
voices exclaim at once. " What did you coom back for t 
This is what thy handsome face has browt thee to, is it ? " 

And then the girl, white, wild-eyed and breathless witi 
excitement, turned on them, panting, bursting into pas- 
sionate tears. 

^ Let me a-be : " she cried, sobbing. " There's none of 
yo' need to talk. Let me a-be ! I didna coom back to 
ax nowt fro' none on you ! Eh Joan ! Joan Lowrie ? " 

Derrick turned to ascertain the meaning of this cry oi 
appeal, but almost before he had time to do so, Joan herself 
had borne down upon the group ; she had pushed her way 
through it, and was standing in the centre, confronting 
the girl's tormentors in a flame of wrath, and Liz was 
cjliuging to her. 

" What ha' they been sayin' to yo', lass ? " she demanded 
'^ En ! but yo're a brave lot, yo' are — women yo' ua' 
fo'rgens ! — badgerin' a slip o' a wench loike this." 

" 1 did na coom back to ax nowt fro' noan o' them," 
Bobbed the girl. " I'd rayther dee ony day nor do it ! Fd 
rayther starve i' th' ditch — an' it's comin' to that." 
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*^ Here," said Joan, " gi' me th' choild." 

She bent down and took it from her, and then stood a} 
before them all, holding it high in her strong arms-' so 
auperb, so statuesque, and yet so womanly a figure, that r 
thrill shot through the heart of the man watching her. 

" Lasses," she cried, her voice fairly ringing, " do yo 
iee this ? A bit o' a helpless thing as canna answer back 
yoVe jeers ! Aye ! look at it well, aw on yo'. Some on 
yo's getten th' loike at whoam. An' when yo've looked at 
th' choild, look at th' mother 1 Seventeen year owd, JAi 
is, an' th' world's gone wrong wi' her. I wunnot say as 
th' world's gone ower reet wi' ony on us ; but them on us 
as has had th' strength to howd up agen it, need na set 
our foot on them as has gone down. Happen theer's na 
so much to choose betwixt us after aw. But I've gotten 
this to tell yo' — them as has owt to say o' Liz, mun say it 
to Joan Lowrie ! " 

Hough, and coarsely pitiless as the majority of them 
were, she had touched the right chord. Perhaps the bit 
of the dramatic in her championship of the girl, had as 
much to do with the success of her half -commanding ap- 
peal as anything else. But at least, the most hardened of 
them faltered before her daring, scornful words, and the 
fire in her face. Liz would be safe enough from them 
henceforth, it was plain. 

That evening while arranging his papers before going 
home. Derrick was called from his work by a summons at 
Ihe oflice door, and going to open it, he found Joan IjCw- 
lie standing there, looking half abashed, half determined 

" I ha' summat to ax yo'," she said briefly, declining 
his invitation to enter and be seated. 

^ If there is anything I can do for — '^ began Dey 
riok. 
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^ It is na myBen/^ she interrupted him. " There is a 
poor lass as I'm fain to help, if I could do it, but I ha' not 
til' power. I dunnot know of any one as has, exc^t yo'r- 
sen and th' parson, an' I know more o' yo' than I do o' 
th' parson, so I thowt I'd ax yo' to speak to him about th' 
poor wench, an ax him if he could get her a bit o' work 
M ud help to keep her honest." 

Derrick looked at her handsome face gravely, curi- 
>nflly. 

^ I saw you defend this girl against some of her old 
companions, a few hours ago, I believe," he said. 

She colored, but did not return his glance. 

" I dunnot believe in harryin' women down th' hill," 
she said. 

Then, suddenly she raised her eyes. 

" Th' little un is a little lass," she said, *' an' I canna bide 
th' thowt o' what moight fa' on her if her mother's life 
is na an honest un — I canna bide the thowt on it." 

" I will see my friend to-night," said Derrick, " and J 
will speak to him. Where can he find the girl ? " 

^^Wi' me," she answered. ^^I'm taker both on em 
#hoam wi' me." 
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THB EEVEBEND HAROLD BIBHOLK. 

"WiiJiaR che Beverend Paul entered the parlor at the 
Rectory, le found that his friend had arrived before him. 
Mr. Bar) olm, his wife and Anice, with their guest, formed 
a group around the fire, and Grace saw at a glance that 
Derrick had unconsciously fallen into the place of the 
centre figure. He was talking and the others were listen- 
ing — ^Mr. Barholm in his usual restless fashion, Mrs. Bar- 
holm with evident interest, Anice leaning forward on her 
ottoman, listening eagerly. 

" Ah 1 " exclaimed Mr. Barholm, when the servant an- 
nounced the visitor, " this is fortunate. Here is Grace. 
Glad to see you, Grace. Take a seat. We are talking 
about an uncommonly interesting case. I dare say you 
know the young woman." 

Anice looked up. 

" We are talking about Joan Lowrie," she aaid- " Mr 
l>B/rick is telling us about her.'' 

"Most interesting affair — from beginning to end," 
3ontinued the Eector, briskly. " Something must be done 
for the young woman We must go and see her, — I will 
go and see her myself.'^ 

He had caught fire at once, in his usual inconsequent, 
solf-secure style. Ecclesiastical patronage would certainly 
jset this young woman right at once. There was no doubt 
of that. And who was so weL qualified to bestow it ai 
himself i 
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* Yes, yes f I will go myself/' he said. " That kind of 
people is easily managed, when once one understands 
them. There really is some good in them, after ail. You 
9ce, Qiace, it is as I have told you — only imderstand them, 
xud make them understand you, and the rest is easy.'' 

Derrick glanced from father to daughter. The clear 
I yes of the girl rested on the man with a curious expres 
won. 

" Do you think," she said quickly, " that they like us to 
go and see them in that sort of way, papa? Do you 
think it is wise to remind them that we know more than 
they do, and that if they want to learn they must learn 
from us, just because we have been more fortunate t It 
really seems to me that the rebellious ones would ask them- 
selves what right we had to be more fortunate." 

" My dear," returned the Rector, somewhat testily — he 
was not partial to the interposition of obstacles even in sug- 
gestion — " My dear, if you had been brought into contact 
with these people as closely as I have, or even as Grace 
has, you would learn that they are not prone to regard 
things from a metaphysical stand-point. Metaphysics are 
not in their line. They are more apt to look upon life as 
a matter of bread and bacon than as a problem." 

A shadow fell upon Anice's face, and before the visit 
ended. Derrick had observed its presence more than once. 
It was always her father who summoned it, he noticed. 
And yet it was evident enough that she was fond of the 
j\tij\ and in no ordinary degree, and that the affection 
was nmtual. As he was contented with himself, so Bar- 
liohn was contented with his domestic relations. He was 
fond of his wife, and fond of his daughter, as much, 
perhaps, through his appreciation of his cwn good taste in 
wedding suph a wife, and becoming the father of saoh ft 
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daughter^ as through his appreciation of their poculia. 
charms. He was proud of them and indulgent to them. 
They reflected a credit on him of which he felt himseM 
wholly deserving. 

" They are very fond of him," remarked Grace af tci 
aard to his friend ; " which shows that there must be b 
great deal of virtue in the man. Indeed there is a great 
deal of virtue in him. You yourself, Derrick, must have 
observed a certain kindliness and — ^and open generosity." 
with a wistful sound in his voice. 

There was always this wistful appeal in the young man's 
tone when he spoke of his clerical master — a certait 
anxiety to make the best of him, and refrain from any 
suspicion of condemnation. Derrick was always reminded 
by it of the shadow on Anice's face. 

" I want to tell you something," Miss Barholm said this 
evening to Grace at parting. " I do not think I am afraid 
of Biggan at all. I think I shall like it all the better 
because it is so new. Everything is so earnest and ener- 
getic, that it is a little bracing — ^like the atmosphere. Per- 
haps — when the time comes — ^I could do something to 
help you with that girl. I shall try at any rate." She held 
out her hand to him with a smile, and the Reverend Paul 
went home feeling not a little comforted and en 
oouitiged. 

He Eector stood with his back to the fire, his portly 
person expressing intense satisfaction. 

" Tou will remin i me about that young woman in the 
morning, Anice," he said. " I should like to attend to the 
matter myself. Singular that Grace should not have 
mentioned her before. It really seems to me, you know, 
that now and then Grace is a little deficient in interest^ oi 
Allergy." 
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'* Barely not interest, my dear,'' suggested Mrs. Barhvilm^ 
gently. 

^* AVell, well," conceded the Rector, "perhaps not \r\tv\ 
est, but energy or — oi appreciation. I should have seei- 
such a fine creature's superiority, and raentioned it ai 
once. She must be a fine creature. A young woman oi 
that kind should be encouraged. I will gc and see her in 
the morning — if it were not so late I would go now. 
Ileally, she ought to be told that she has exhibited a very 
excellent spirit, and that people approve of it. I wonder 
what sort of a household servant she would make if she 
were properly trained ? " 

" That would not do at all," put in Anice decisively. 
" From the pit's mouth to the kitchen would not be a 
natural transition." 

" Well, well," as usual, " perhaps you are right There 
is plenty of time to think of it, however. We can judge 
better when we have seen her." 

He did not need reminding in the morning. He was as 
full of vague plans for Joan Lowrie when he arose as 
he had been when he went to bed. He came down to the 
charming breakfast-room in the most sanguine of moods. 
But then his moods usually were sanguine. It was 
scarcely to be wondered at. Fortune had treated him 
with great suavity from his earliest years. Well-born 
oomfortably trained, healthy and easy-natured, the w«>i'ld 
bad always turned its pleasant side to him. As a youiip 
nan, he had been a strong, handsome fellow, whose con- 
/en lent patrimony had placed him beyond the possibilitj 
of entire dependence upon his profession. When a curate 
he had been well enough paid and without private respon- 
gibilities • when he married he was lucky enough to win 
a woman who added to his comfoit; in fact, life had gone 
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smoothij^ with him for so long that he had no leason 14 
suspect Fate of any intention to treat him ill-naturedly. 
It was far more likely that she would reserve her scurvj 
treks for some one else. 

Eren Eiggan had not perplexed him at all. Its diflScul 
lies were not such as would be likely to disturb him greatly 
One f c and ignorance, and vice, and discomfort among the 
iiwer classes always ; there was the same thing to contend 
against in the agricultural as in the mining districts. And 
the Rectory was substantial and comfortable, even pic- 
turesque. The house was roomy, the garden large and 
capable of improvement ; there were trees in abundance, 
ivy on the walls, and Anice would do the rest. The 
breakfast-room looked specially encouraging this morn- 
ing. Anice, in a pretty pale blue gown, and with a few 
crocuses at her throat, awaited his coming behind the 
handsomest of silver and porcelain, reading his favorite 
newspaper the while. Her little pot of emigrant violets 
exhaled a faint, spring-like odor from their sunny place 
h,t the window ; there was a vase of crocuses, snow-drope 
and ivy leaves in the center of the table ; there was sun- 
shine outside and comfort in. The Eector had a good 
appetite and an unimpaired digestion. Anice rose when 
he entered, and touched the bell. 

"Mamma's headache will keep her upstairs for a 
while," she said. " She told me we were not to wait foi 
her." And then she brought him his newspaper and 
kissed him dutifully. 

*' Ytr^ glad to see you home again, 1 am sure, ir v 
dear " remarked the Eector. " I have really missed you 
very much. What excellent coffee this is 1 — another cup. 
if you please." And, after a pause, 

"I think really, you knew," he proceeded, *' that you 
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ml not find the place unpleasant, after all. For my part 
1 think it is well enough — ^for such a place ; one cannot 
expect lielgravian polish in Lancashire miners, and cer 
tainly one does not meet with it; but it is well to maku 
the best of things. I get along n*yself reasonably well 
with the people. I do not encountei the difficulties Grace 
wmplains of.'' 

" Does he complain ? " asked Anice ; " 1 did not think 
he exactly complained." 

" Grace is too easily discouraged," answered the Rector 
in off-handed explanation. ^^ And he is apt to make blun- 
ders. He speaks of, and to, these people as if they were 
of the same fiber as himself. He does not take hold of 
•hings. He is deficient in courage. He means well, but 
he is not good at reading character. That other young 
fellow now — Derrick, the engineer — would do twice as 
well in his place. What do you think of that young fellow, 
by the way, my dear t " 

" I like him," said Anice. " He will help Mr. Grace 
often." 

'* Grace needs a support of some kind," returned Mr. 
Barholm, frowning slightly, "and he does not seem to 
rely very much upon me — ^not so much as I would wish. 
I don't quite understand him at times ; the fact is, it ha« 
struck me once or twice, that he preferred to take his own 
path, instead of following mine." 

" Papa," commented Anice, " I scarcely think he is t^: 
blame for that. I am sure it is always best, that consci 
entious, thinking people — and Mr. Grace is a tliinkinf; 
man — should have paths of their own." 

Mr. Barholm pushed his hair from his forehead. Hia 
own obstinacy confroi.ted him somrjtimes through Anioe 
in a finer, more bafliing form. 
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" Grace is a young man, my dear,'^ he said, " and— and 
not a very strong-minded one.'' 

** I cannot believe that is true," said Anice. " I do not 
think \ro can blame his mind. It is his body that is not 
itrong. Mr. Grace himself has more power than you autl 
mamma and myself all put together." 

Onaof Anice's peculiarities was a certain pretty sentcii 
lioiisnass, which, but for its innate refinement, and its 
sincerity, might have impressed people as being a fault 
When she pushed her opposition in that steady, innocent 
way, Mr. Barholm always took refuge behind an inner 
consciousness which " knew better," and was fully satisfiet) 
on the point of its own knowledge. 

When breakfast was over, he rose from the table witlj 
the air of a man who had business on hand. Anice rose 
too, and followed him to the hearth. 

" You are going out, I suppose," she said. 

" I am going to see Joan Lowrie," he said complacently. 
* And 1 have several calls to make besides. Shall I tell 
the young woman that you will call on her ? " 

Anice looked down at the foot she had placed on thu 
shining rim of the steel fender. 

" Joan Lowrie \ " she said reflectively. 

" Certainly, my dear. I should think it would please 
I he girl to feel that we are interested in her." 

"I should scarcely think — from what Mr. Grace au<l 
his friend say — that she is the kind of a girl to be readied 
In that way," said Anice 

The Eector shrugged his shoulders. 

" My dear," he answered, •' if we are always to dejNend 
v^n what Gi-ace says, we shall often find oui-selves in & 
r^lemma. If you are going to wait until those colliei 
Foung women call on yon after the manner cf pi^'ti 
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society, I am afraid you will have time to lose interest in 
thdm and their affairs." 

He had no scruples of his own on the subject of iiia 
errand. He felt very comfortable as usual, as he wended 
his way through the village toward Lowrie's cottage, on 
the Knoll Road. He did not ask himself what he should 
say to the collier young woman, and her unhappy charge. 
Orthodox phrases with various distiod; flavors — the flavoi 
of encouragement, the flavor of reproof, the flavor of con- 
solation, — were always ready with the man ; he nevei 
found it necessary to prepare them before hand. The 
flavor of approval was to be Joan's portion this morning ; 
the flavor of rebuke her companion's. He passed dovvi 
the street with ecclesiastical dignity, bestowing a curt, but 
not unamiable word of recognition here and there. Uu 
kempt, dirty-faced children, playing hop-scotch or iriar 
bles on the flag pavement, looked up at him with a species 
of awe, not unmingled with secret resentment ; womei 
lounging on door-steps, holding babies on their hips, 
•tared in critical suUenness as he went by. 

"Theer's th' owd parson," commented one sharp 
trjflgued matron. " Hoo's goin' to teach some one sumiiiat 
I warrant. What th' owd lad dimnot know is na worth 
knowin'. Eh I hoo's a graidely foo', that hoo is. Oiu 
Tommy, if tha dost na let Jane Ann be, tha'lt be gettin' 
a hidin'." 

Unprepossessing as most of the colliers' homes were 
Unrrie's cottage was a trifle less inviting than the majoi 
ity. It stood upon the roadside, an uglJy little bare place 
with a look of stubborn desolation, ihs only redeeming 
feature a certain rough cleanliness. The same cleaniinesf 
reigned inside, Earholm observed when he entered ; and 
yet on tlie whole there was a stan p upon it which made 
2* 
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it a pliice scarcelj to be approved of. Before the loin 
fire sat a girl with a child on her knee, and this girl 
healing the visitor^s footsteps, got up hurriedly, and nie( 
him with a half abashed, half frightened look on her pale 
face. 

" towrie is na here, an' neyther is Joan," she said, with 
oat waiting for him to speak. " Both on 'em's at th' pit 
Theer's no one here but me," and she held the baby ovei 
her shoulder, as if she would like to have hidden it. 

Mr. Barholm walked in serenely, sure that he ought to 
be welcome, if he wore not. 

"At the pit, are they? "he answered. "Dear mel I 
might have remembered that they would be at this time. 
Well, well ; I will take a seat, my girl, and talk to you h 
little. I suppose you know me, the minister at the 
church — ^Mr. Barholm." 

Liz, a slender slip of a creature, large-eyed, and woe- 
begone, stood up before him, staring at him irresolutely 
as he seated himself. 

" I — I dunnot know nobody much now," she stammered. 
"I — ^I've been away fro' Eiggan sin' afore yo' comn— if 
yo're th' new parson," and then she colored nervously and 
became fearfully conscious of her miserable little burden 
*^ Pva heerd Joan speak o' th' young pai-son," she faltered. 

Her visitor looked at her gravely. What a helpless, 
childish creature she was, with her pretty face, and hei 
baby, and her characterless, frightened way. She waf 
only one of many — ^poor Liz, ignorant, emotional, weak^ 
easily led, ready to err, unable to bear the consequencee 
of error^ not strong enough to be resolutely wicked, nol 
strong enough to be anything in particular, but that wliicL 
her surroundings made her. If she had been well-boiT 
and weL brought up, she would have been a pretty, 
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insipid girl who neeaed to be taken care of ; ae it was. 
she had "gone wrong.'' The excellent Eector ol dt 
SCichaePs felt that she must be awakened. 

" Ton are the girl Elizabeth? " he said. 

" I'm 'lazabeth Barnes," she answered, pulling at tL< 
bcm of her child's small gown, " but folks nivver calk 
mc nowt but Liz." 

Her visitor pointed to a chair considerately. "Sil 
down," he said, "I want to talk to you." 

Liz obeyed him ; but her pretty, weak face told its own 
story of distaste and hysterical shrinking. She let the 
baby lie upon her lap ; her fingers were busy plaiting \x\ 
folds of the little gown. 

" I dunnot want to be talked to," she whimpei^d. " I 
dunnot know as talk can do folk as is i' trouble any good 
— ^an' th' trouble's bad enow wi'out talk." 

"We must remember whence the trouble comes," 
answered the minister, " and if the root lies in ourselves, 
and springs from our own sin, we must bear our cross 
meekly, and carry our sorrows and iniquities to the foun- 
tain head. We must ask for grace, and — and sanctifica- 
tion of spirit." 

" I dunnot know nowt about th' fountain head," sobbed 
Liz aggrieved. " I amna religious an' I canna see as sncli 
loike helps foak. No Methody nivver did nowt for me 
when I war i' trouble an' want. Joan Lowrie is na a 
^rethody." 

"If you mean that the young woman is in an m 
Awakened Ciudition, I am sorry to hear it," witb increased 
gravity of demeanor. "Without the redeemmg blood 
how are we to find peace? If you had clung to the 
Cross you would have been spared all this sin and shame 
You mast know, my girl, that this," with a motios 
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toward the frail creature on her knee, " is a very terrible 
thing." 

Liz bar&t into piteous sobs — crying like an abuseil 
child: 

*' I know it's hard enow," she cried ; " I canna get wo) I 
neyther at th' pit nor at th' factories, as long as I mini 
drag it about, an' I ha' not got a place to lay my head, 
on*y this. If it wnr na for Joan, I might starve and tlio 
choild too. But I'm noan so bad as yo'd mak' out. I — 1 
wur very fond o' him — I wur, an' I thowt he wur fond o 
me, an' he wur a gentleman too. He were no laboring- 
man, an he wur kind to me, until he got tired. Thera 
sort allns gets tired o' yo' i' time, Joan says. I wish I'd 
ha' towd Joan at first, an' axed her what to do." 

Barholm passed his hand through his hair uneasily. This 
shallow, inconsequent creature baffled him. Her shanie, 
her grief, her misery, were all mere straws eddying on the 
pool of her discomfort. It was not her sin that crushed 
her, it was the consequence of it ; hers was not a sorrow, it 
was a petulant unhappiness. If her lot had been prosper- 
ous outwardly, she would have felt no inward pang. 

It became more evident to him than ever that something 
must be done, and he applied himself to his task of reform 
to the best of his ability. But he exhausted his repcr- 
tory of sonorous phrases in vain. His grave exhortatione 
only called forth fresh tears, and a new element of lesent- 
raent ; and, to crown all, his visit terminated with a dis 
30urageaieut of which his philosophy had never dreamed 

In tie midst of hie most eloquent reproof, a shado>» 
darkened the threshold, and as Liz looked up with the ex- 
planation — " Joanl" a young woman, in pit girl guise 
came in, her hat pushed off her forehead, her throat bare, 
her f'lstian jacket hanging ever her aim. She glanceJ 
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from one to the other questioningly, knitting her browi 
•jbghtly at the sight of Liz's teare. In answer tc her glaace 
fiiz spoke querulously. 

" It's th' parson, Joan," she said. " lie comn to talk 
like th rest on 'em an' he maks me out too ill to bum." 

Just it that moment the child set up a fretful cry and 
f««in crossed the room and took it up in her arms. 

" Yo've feart th' choild betwixt yo'," she said, "if yo've 
managed to do nowt else." 

" I felt it my duty as Rector of the parish," exi)laincQ 
Barholm somewhat curtly, " I felt it my duty as llectoi 
of the parish, to endeavor to bring your friend to a proper 
dense of her position." 

Joan turned toward him. 

"Has tha done it?" she asked. 

The Reverend Harold felt his enthusiasm concerning 
the young woman dying out. 

" I — ^I — " he stammered. 

Joan interrupted him, 

"Dost tha see as tha has done her any good? " she de 
manded. " I dunnot mysen." 

" I have endeavored to the best of my ability to improve 
her mental condition," the minister replied. 

" I thowt as much," said Joan ; " I mak' no doubt tlia'st 
done thy best, neyther. Happen tha'st gi'en her what 
comfort tha had to spare, but if yo'd been wiser than yo' 
ate yo'd ha' let her alone. I'll warrant theer is na a par 
%cu 'twixt here an' Lunnon, that could na ha' towd her 
tl»at she's a sinner an' has shame to bear; but happen 
theer is na a parson 'twixt here an' Lunnon as she c<»uld 
na ha' towd that much to, hersen. Howivver, as tha liaa 
said thy say, happen it '11 do yo' fur this toime, an' yo' cai: 
let her be for a while." 
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Mr. Barholm was unusually silent during dinner thai 
evening, and as he sat over his wine, his dissatisfactioi] 
rose to the surface, as it invariably did. 

" I am rather disturbed this evening, Anice,'* he said. 

Anice looked up questioningly. 

" Why ? " she asked. 

" I went to see Joan Lowrie this morning," he answered 
hesitatingly, " and I am very much disappointed in her. 
[ scarcely think, after all, that I would advise you to take 
ber in hand. She is not an amiable young woman. Ifi 
fact there is a positive touch of the vixen about her." 
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)(b. Basholm had fallen into the habit of turning to 
Anice for it, when he required information concerning 
people and things. In her desultory pilgrimages, Anice 
saw all that he missed, and heard much that he was deaf 
to. The rough, hard-faced men and boisterous gii-ls who 
passed to and from their work at the mine, drew her to the 
window whenever they made their appearance. She longed 
to know something definite of them — ^to get a little nearer 
to their unprepossessing life. Sometimes the men and 
women, passing, caught glimpses of her, and, asking each 
other who she was, decided upon her relationship to the 
family. 

" Hoo's th' owd parson's lass,*' somebody said. " Hoo's 
tioan so bad lookin' neyther, if hoo was na sich a bit o' a 
thing." 

The people who had regarded Mr. Barholm witli a 
spice of disfavor, still could not look with ill-nature upon 
this pretty girl. The slatternly women nudged each 
other as she passed, and the playing children stared after 
their usual fashion ; but even the hardest-natured mation 
aauld find nothing more condemnatory to say than, 
^ Uoo's noan Lancashire, that's plain as th' nose on a 
body's face ; " or, " Theer is na much on her, at ony rata 
Hoo's a bit of a weakly-like lass wi'out much blood i' 
her.^ 
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Now and then Anice caught the sound of Iheir worda^ 
but she was used to being commented upon. She had 
learned that people whose lives have a great deal of hard, 
common discomfort and struggle, acquire a tendency to 
ileppsciation almost as a second nature It is easier to beai 
one's own misfortunes, than to bear the good-fortune c»i 
better-used people. That is the ins ilt added by Fate ic 
injury. 

Kiggan was a crooked, rambLng, cross-grained little 
place. Fix)m the one wide street with its jumble of old, 
tumble-down shops, and glaring new ones, branched out 
narrow, up-hill or down-hill thoroughfares, edged by 
colliers' houses, with an occasional tiny provision shop, 
where bread and bacon were ranged alongside potatoes 
ftud flabby cabbages ; ornithological specimens made of 
pale sweet cake, and adorned with startling black currant 
eyes, rested unsteadily against the window-pane, a sore 
temptation to the juvenile populace. 

It was in one of these side streets that Anice met with 
her first adventure. 

Turning the corner, she heard the sharp yelp of a dog 
among a group of children, followed almost immediately 
by a ringing of loud, angry, boyish voices, a sound of 
blows and cries, and a violent scuffle. Anice paused for 
A few seconds, looking over the heads of the excited little 
crowd, and then made her way to it^ and in a minute wag 
in the heart of it. The two boys who were the principal 
ligures, were fighting frantically, scuffling, kicking, biting 
•nd laying on vigorous blows, with not unscientific fista. 
Now and then a fierce, red, boyish face was to be s^en, 
acd then the rough head ducked and the fight waxed 
fiercer and hotter, while the dog — a small, shrewd sharp- 
uoecd terrier — barked at the combatants' heels, snapping 
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at one pair, but not at the ether, and plamly enjoying the 
excitement. 

" Boys ! " cried Anice. " What's the matter ? ^ 

" They're f eighten," remarked a philosophical young 
by Btander, with placid interest, — " an' Jud Bates '11 win '* 

It was so astonishing a thing that any outsider shoultl 
think of interfering, and there was something so decided 
m the girlish voice addressing them, that almost at the 
moment the combatants fell back, panting heavily 
breathing vengeance in true boy fashion, and evidentlj 
resenting the unexpected intrusion. 

" What is it all about? " demanded the girl. " Tell me." 

Tlie crowd gathered close around her to stare, the terrier 
Bat down breathless, his red tongue hanging out, his tail 
beating the ground. One of the boys was his master, it 
wag plain at a glance, and, as a natural consequence, the 
dog had felt it his duty to assist to the full extent of 
his powers. But the other boy was the first to speak. 

" Why could na he let me a-be then ? " he asked irate- 
ly. " I was na doin' owt t' him." 

" Tea, tha was," retorted his opponent, a sturdy, ragged, 
ten-year-old. 

" Nay, I was na.'* 

" Tea, tha was." 

" Well," said Anice, "what was he doing? " 

" Aye," cried the first youngster, " tha tell her if thu 
con. Wlio hit th' first punse?" excitedly doubling hii 
&t again. "I didna." 

" Nay, tha didna, but tha did suu.mat else. ThapunsoJ 
at Nib wi' thy clog, an' hit him aside o' th' jed, an' then 
1 punsed thee, an' I'd do it agen far — " 

" Wait a minute," said Anice, holding up her Uttk 
(fioved hand. '' Who is Nib ? " 
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" Nib's my dog,'' surlily. " An' them as punses him. 
ti&s getten to punse me." 

Anice bent down and patted the small ajnimal. 

* ■ He seems a very nice dog," she said. " What did yon 
kick him for?" 

Nib's master was somewhat mollified. A perscn whf 
cculd appreciate the virtues of " th' best tarrier i' Rig 
gan," could not be regarded wholly with contempt, oi 
even indifference. 

^ He kicked him fur nowt," he answered. " He's allui 
at uther him or me. He bust my kite, an' he cribbed my 
marvels, didn't he ? " appealing to the bystanders. 

"Aye, he did, I seed him crib th' marvels myseu 
He wur mad 'cos Jud wur winnen, and then he kicked 
Nib." 

Jud bent down to pat Nib himself, not without a touch 
of pride in his manifold injuries, and the readiness with 
which they were attested. 

" Aye," he said, " an' I did na set on him at first ney 
ther. I nivver set on him till he punsed Nib. He maj 
bust my kite, an' steal my marvels, an' he may ca' me ill 
names, but he shanna kick Nib. So theer ! " 

It was evident that Nib's enemy was the transgressor. 
He was grievously in the minority. Nobody seemed to 
side with him, and everybody seemed ready — when once 
the tongues were loosed — to say a word for Jud and " t>' 
Lest tarrier i' Eiggan." For a few minutes Anice cou,d 
icarcely make herself heard. 

" Ton are a good boy to take care of your dog,"sh<j said 
to Jud — " and though fighting is not a good thing, per 
haps if I had been a boy," gravely deciding against mora' 
•uasion in one rapid glance at the enemy — " perhaps if 1 
liad been a boy, I would have fought myself. You are s 
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00 ward," she added; with incisht, soom to the other Ud 
wIm) Blinked sulkily out of sight. 

*' Owd Sammy Oraddock," lounging at his window^ clay 
pipe in hand, watched Anice as she walked away, and 
cave vent to his feelings in a shrewd chuckle. 

" Eh 1 eh ! " he commented ; " so that's th' owd parson'i 
!hs3; is it ? Wall, hoo may be o' th' same mate, but hooia 
tta o' th' same grain, Fll warrant. Hoo's a rare un, hoc is, 
fur a wench." 

" Owd Sammy's " amused chuckles, and exclamations of 
" Eh ! hoo's a rare un — ^that hoo is — fur a wench," at last 
drew his wife's attention. The good woman pounced up- 
on him sharply. 

"Tha'rt an owd yommer-head," she said. "What art 
tha ramblin' about now i Who is it as is siccan a rare 
an?" 

Owd Sammy burst into a fresh chuckle, rubbing hif 
knees with boUi hands. 

" Why," said he, " I'll warrant tha could na guess i' th& 
tried, but Fll gi'e thee a try. Who dost tha think wur 
out i' th' street just now i' th' thick of a foight among th 
lads? I know thou'st niwer guess." 

" Nay, happen I canna, an' I dunnot know as I care so 
much, neyther," testily. 

" Why," slapping his knee, " th' owd parson's lass. A 
little wench not much higher nor thy waist, an' wi' a bit 
0' a face loike skim-milk, but steady and full o' pluck sm 
w owd un." 

^ Nay now, tha dost na say so ? What wor she doin' aa 
how did she come thcer? Tha mun ha' been dreamin' I " 

* Xowt o' th' soart. T seed her as plain as I see thea, 
an' heerd ivvery word she said. Tha shouldst ha' seen 
lier t Hoo med as if hoo'd lived wi' lads aw her daya 
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Jud Bates and that young marplot o' Thorrae's wur feightit 
about Nib — at it tooth and nail — ^an' th lass sees 'em, an' 
marches into th' thick, an' sets 'em to reets. To' should 
ha' seen her 1 An' hoo tells Jud as he's a good lad to tak' 
care o' his dog, an' hoo does na knew but what hoo'd a 
fowt hersen i' his place, an hoo ca's Jack Thorme a cow 
aid, an' turns her back on him, an' ends up wi' tellin' Jud 
to bring th' tarrier to th' Rectory to see her." 

" "Well," exclaimed Mrs. Craddock, " did yo' ivver heai 
th' loikel" 

" I wish th' owd parson had seed her," chuckled hi8 
spouse irreverently. " That soart is na i' his loine. He'd 
a waved his stick as if he'd been 'king and council i' one, 
an' rated 'em fro' th' top round o' th' ladder. He canna 
get down fro' his perch. Th' owd lad'll stick theer till he 
gets a bit too heavy, an' then he'll coom down wi' a crash 
ladder an' aw' — but th' lass is a different mak'." 

Sammy being an oracle among his associates, new-comei-a 
usually passed through his hands, and were condemned, 
or approved, by him. His pipe, and his criticisms upon 
society in general, provided him with occupation. Too 
old to fight and work, he was too shrewd to be ignored. 
Where he could not make himself felt, he could make 
himself heard. Accordingly, when he condescended to 
inform a select and confidential audience that the " owd 
parson's lass was a rare un, lass as she was " — (the mas 
online opinion of Kiggan on the subject of the weaker sej 
was a rather disparaging one) — the chances of the Eeo 
tor's daughter began, so to speak, to "look up." If Sam 
my Cmddock found virtue in the new-comer, it waa 
possible such virtue might exist, at least in a negative 
form, — ^and open enmity was rendered unnecessary, and 
even impolitic. A faint interest began to be awakened 
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WTieii Anice passed through the streets, the sktitmly^ 
baby-laden women looked at her curiously, and in a man- 
ner Lot absolutely unfriendly. She might not be so bad 
after all, if she did have " Lunnon ways," and was si liled 
npon by Fortune. At any rate, eJie differed frun \ln 
par^ju himself j which was ic her is vr>i . 



^ 
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OFAPTER V 

OUTSIDE THB HEDGE. 

Deepif as ALiee was interested in Joai, she '.cit her ti 
Lerself. She did not go to see her, and still more wisely 
she managed to hush in her father any awakening tendency 
toward parochial visits. But from Grace and Fergnt 
Derrick she heard much of her, and through Grace she 
contrived to convey work and help to Liz, and encourage- 
ment to her protectress. From what source the assist 
ance came, Joan did not know, and she was not prone tc 
<isk questions. 

" If she asks, tell her it is from a girl like herself," 
Anice had said, and Joan had accepted the explanation. 

In a very short time from the date of their first ac- 
quaintance, Fergus Derrick's position in the Barhohn 
household had become established. He was the man to 
make friends and keep them. Mra. Bariiolm grew fond 
of him; the Rector regarded him as an acquisition to 
their circle, and Anice was his firm friend. So, being 
free to come and go, he came and went, and found hie 
ancoremonious visits pleasant enough. On his arrival at 
Riggan, he had not anticipated meeting with any such 
opportunities of enjoyment. He had come to do hard 
work, and had expected a hard life, softened by few 
social graces. The work of opening the new mines was a 
heavy one, and was rendered additionally heavy and 
dangerous by imforeseen circumstances. A lead ol 
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rospoDsibility rested upon his shDulders, to which at times 
lie felt himself barely equal, and which men of less tough 
fiber would have been glad to shift upon others. Natu- 
rally, his daily cares made his hours of relaxation all thf 
more pleasant. Mrs. Barholm's influence upon him was 
a gentle and soothing one, and in Anice he found a sub- 
tle inspiration. She seemed to understand his trials bj 
instinct, and even the minutise of his work made them- 
selves curiously clear to her. As to the people who were 
under his control, she was never tired of hearing of them, 
and of studying their quaint, rough ways. To please her 
he stored up many a characteristic incident, and it was 
through him that she heard most frequently of Joan. 
She did not even see Joan for fully two months after her 
arrival in Riggan, and then it was Joan who came to her 
As the weather became more spring-like she was 
oftener out in the garden. She found a great deal to dc 
among the flower-beds and shrubbery, and as this hao 
always been considered her depart.ment, she took the man 
agement of affairs wholly into lier own hands. The old place, 
which had been rather neglected in the time of the pre- 
vious inhabitant, began to bloom out into fragrant luxuri- 
ance, and passing Eigganites regarded it with admiring 
eyes. The colliers who had noticed her at the window in 
the colder weather, seeing her so frequently 2rom a nearei 
ix)int of view, felt themselves on more familiar terms. 
Some of them even took a sort of liking to her, and gave 
her an uncouth greeting as they went by; and, mere 
than once, one or another of them had paused tc ask foi 
a flower or two, and had received them with a curioui 
bashful awe, when they had been passed over the holh 
uedge. 
Having gone out one evening after dinner tc ^athe? 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



t8 THAT LA88 O LOWBIBTB. 

flowers for the honse, Anice, standing before a high liliu 
bash^ and pnlhng its pale purple tassels^ became snddenlj 
coDScious that some one was watching her — some one 
standing upon the roadside behind the holly hedge. She 
did not know that as she stopped here and there to fill hei 
basket, she had been singing to herself in a low tone 
Her voice had attracted the passer-by. 

This passer-by^— a tall pit girl with a handsome, resolute 
face — stood Behind the dark green hedge, and watched 
her. Perhaps to this girl, weary with her day's labor, 
grimed with coal-dust, it was not unlike standing outside 
paradise. Early in the year as it was, there were flowers 
enough in the beds, and among the shrubs, to make the 
spring air fresh with a faint, sweet odor. But here too 
was Anice in her soft white merino dress, with her basket 
of flowers, with the blue bells at her belt, and her half 
audible song. She struck Joan Lowrie with a new sense 
. f beauty and purity. As she watched her she grew dis- 
contented — restless — sore at heart. She could not have 
told why, but she felt a certain anger against herself. 
She had had a hard day. Things had gone wrong at the 
pit's mouth; things had gone wrong at home. It was 
hard for her strong nature to bear with Liz's weakness. 
Her path was never smooth, but to-day it had been at its 
roughest. The little song fell upon her ear with strong 
pathos. 

" She's inside o' th' hedge," she said to herself in a dull 
^oice. "I'm outside, theer's th' difference. It a'most 
looks loike the hedge went aw' around an' she'd been borL 
among th' flowers, and theer's no way out for her— vlq 
more than theer's a way in fur me." 

Then it was that Anice turned round and saw hof 
Their eyes met, and, singularly enough Anice's fir^^ 
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thought was that this was Joan. Derrick's descriptioD 
jiade her sure. There were not two such women in Eig- 
gan. She made her decision in a moment. She stepped 
icross the gras£ to the hedge with a ready smile. 

*^ You were looking at my flowers," she said. '•* Will 
/ou have some?" 

Joan hesitated. 

" I often give them to people," said Anice, taking n 
handful from the basket and ofEering them to her acrofw 
the holly. " When the men come home from the mines 
they often ask me for two or three, and I think they like 
them even better than I do — though that is saying a great 
deal." 

Joan held out her hand, and took the flowers, holding 
them awkwardly, but with tenderness. 

" Oh, thank yo','' she said. " It's kind o' yo' to gi' 'em 
away." 

" It's a pleasure to me," said Anice, picking out a deli- 
cate pink hyacinth. " Here's a hyacinth." Then as Joan 
took it their eyes met. " Are you Joan Lowrie i " asked 
the girl. 

Joan lifted her head. 

" Aye," she answered, " I'm Joan Lowrie." 

" Ah," said Anice, " then I am very glad." 

They stood on the same level from that moment. 
Something as indescribable as all else in her manner, had 
done for Anice just what she had simply and seriously 
desired to do. Proud and stubborn as her nature was, 
Joan was subdued. The girl's air and speech were like 
her song. She stood inside the hedge still, in her white 
dress, among the flowers, looking just as much as if she 
had been bom there as ever, but some fine part of bet ? wuH 
eroBsed the boundary 
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" Ah I then I am glad of that," she said. 

"Yo' are very good to say as much," ehe answered 
" but I dunnot know as I quite understand — " 

Anice drew a little nearer. 

" Mr. Grace has told me about you," she said. ^ And 
Mr. Derrick." 

Joan's brown throat raised itself a trifle, and Anic€ 
thought color showed itself on her cheek. 

" Both on 'em's been good to me," she said, " but I did 
na think as — ^" 

Anice stopped her with a little gesture. 

''* It was you who were so kind to Liz when she had no 
friend," she b^an. 

Joan interrupted her with sudden eagerness. 

" It wur yo' as sent th' work an' th? things fur th' choild," 
she said. 

" Yes, it was I," answered Anice. " But I hardly knew 
what to send. I hope I sent the right things, did I ? " 

" Yes, miss ; thank yo'." And then in a lower voice, 
*' They wur a power o' help to Liz an' me. Liz wur hard 
beset then, an' she's only a young thing as canna bear sore 
trouble. Seemed loike that th' thowt as some un had 
helped her wur a comfort to her." 

Anice took courage. 

"Perhaps if 1 might come and see her," she said 
" May I come \ I should like tc see the baby. I am veij 
fond of little children." 

There was a moment's pause, and then Joan spoke awk 
*'ardly. 

" Do yo' know — ^happen yo' dunnot — what Liz's troiible 
10} beln' as yo're so young yorser, happen they did ns 
bell yo' all. Most o' toimeis folk is na apt to be fond o^ Bnc> 
bike as this little un o' hers " ^ ' 
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^ I Lei.rd all the story." 

"Then come if yo' loike, — an' if they'll Ici yc, lome 
ad think there war hann i' th' ehoild's touch. I'm glad 
jcf dunna." 

She did not linger much longer. Anice watched hei 
till she was ont of sight. An imposing figure she was — 
moving down the road in her rough masculine garb — Ha 
massive perfection of her form clearly outlined against 
the light. It seemed impossible that such a flower as this 
could blossom, and decay, and die out in such a life, with- 
out any higher fruition. 

"I have seen Joan Lowrie," said Anice to Derrick, 
when next they met. 

" Did she come to you, or did you go to her ? " Fergue 
asked. 

" She came to me, but without knowing that she waa 
coming." 

^* That was best," was his comment. 

Joan Lowrie was as much a puzzle to him as she was to 
other people. Despite the fact that he saw her every 
day of his life, he had never found it possible to advance 
a step with her. She held herself aloof from him, just ae 
dhe held herself aloof from the rest. A common greeting, 
and oftener than not, a silent one, was all that passed 
between them. Try as he would, he could get no farther ; 
—and he certainly did make some effort. Now and then 
he found the chance to do her a good turn, and such 
)pix)rt inities ho never let slip, though his way of doing 
auch things was always so quiet as to be unlikely Lo 
attract any observation. Usually he made his way with 
people easily, but this girl held him at a distance, almost 
ungraciously. And he did not like to be beaten. Who 
dues { So he persevered with a shade of stubboniuesft 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



52 TEAT LAhS a L0WS1JP&. 

hidden under a net- work of other motives. Oice, whei 
he had exerted himself to lighten her labor sc mewhat, she 
jet aside his assistance openly. 

Theei^'s others as needs help more nor mc," she said 
• Help them, an' I'll thank yo'." 

In course of time, however, he accidentally discovered 
ihat there had been occasions when, notwithstanding hor 
ipparent ungraciousness, she had exerted her influence in 
hi£ behalf. 

The older colliers resented his youth, the younger onei 
liis authority. The fact that he was " noan Lancashire *' 
worked against him too, though even if he had been 
a Lancashire man, he would not have been likely to find 
over-much favor. It was enough that he was " one o' th' 
mesters." To have been weak of will, or vaciHating of 
purpose, would have been death to every vestige of the 
authority vested in him ; but he was as strong mentally 
as physically — strong-willed to the verge of stubbornness. 
But if they could not frighten or subdue him, they could 
still oppose and irritate him, and the contention was ob- 
stinate. This feeling even influenced the girls and women 
at the " moutk" They, too, organized in petty rebellion, 
annoying if not powerful, 

" I think yo' will find as yo' may as well leave th' 
engineer be," Joan would say dryly. " Yo' will na fear 
him muchj an' yo'll tire yo'rsens wi' yo're clatter. ] 
lonna see the good o' barkin' so much when yo' canna 
bite.'- . 

'* Aye," jeered one of the boldest, once, " leave th' 
ftngmeer be. Joan sets a power o' store by th' engineer." 

There was a shout of laughter, but it died out when 
Joan confronted the speaker with dangerous steadiness 
;fga». 
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" Savu thy breatli to cool thy porridge," she paid " li 
^ill be better for thee." 

But it was neither the first nor the last time thi^ hei 
companions flung out a jeer at her " sweetheartin'." The 
shrewdest among them had observed Derrick's interest in 
her. They concluded, of couree, that Joan's handsome 
face had won her a sweetheart. They could not accuse 
her of encouraging him ; but tliey could profesa to believe 
that she was softening, and they could use the insinuation 
AS a sharp weapon against her, when such a course was nof 
too hazardous. 

Of this, Derrick knew nothing. He could only see 
that Joan set her face persistently against his attempts to 
make friends with her, and the recognition of this fact 
almost exasperated him at times. It was quite natural 
that, seeing so much of this handsome creature, and hear- 
ing so much of her, his admiration should not die out, and 
that opposition should rather invite him to stronger efforts 
to reach her. 

So it was that hearing Miss Barholm's story he fell intc 
unconscious reverie. Of course this did not last long. 
He was roused from it by the fact that Anice was looking 
at him. When he looked up, it seemed as if she awakened 
also, thouglj she did not start. 

" How are you getting on at the mines ? " she aske 1. 

" Badly. Or, at least, by no means well. The men 
•re growing harder to deal with every day." 

" And your plans about the fans ? " 

The substitution of the mechanical fan for the aid 
fionace at the base cf the shaft, was one of the prcjocti 
to which Derrick clung most tenaciously. During a 
two years' sojourn among the Belgian mines, he had 
It ad led the system earnestly. He had worked had tc 
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introduce it at Eiggan, and meant to work still hardei 
But the miners were bitterly opposed' to anything " new 
fangled," and the owners were careless. So that thf 
mines were worked, and their profits made, it did noJ 
matter for the rest. They were used to casualties, so well 
used to them in fact, that unless a fearful loss of life 
occurred, they were not alarmed or even roused. As to 
the injuries done to a man's health, and so on — ^they 
had not time to inquire into such things. There was 
danger in all trades, for the matter of that. Fergue 
Derrick was a young man, and young men were fond of 
novelties. 

Opposition was bad enough, but indifEerence was far 
moi-ebaffling. The colliers opposed Derrick to the utmost, 
the company was rather inclined to ignore him — some mem- 
bers good-naturedly, others with an air of superiority, not 
unmixed with contempt The colliers talked with rough 
ill-nature; the Company did not want to talk at all. 

" Oh," answered Derrick, " 1 do not see that 1 have 
made one step forward; but it will go hard with me 
before I am beaten. Some of the men 1 have to deal with 
are as bat-blind as they are cantankerous. One would 
think that experience might have taught them wisdom 
Would you believe that some of those working in the mosi 
dangerous parts of the mine have false keys to their Davys^ 
and use the flame to light their pipes ? I have heard of the 
thing being done before, but I only discovered the other day 
that we had such madmen in the pits here. If I could 
only be sure of them I would feettle the matter at once, 
but they are crafty enough to keep their secret, and it 
only drifts to the master as a rumor." 

"Have you no suspicion as t'> who tkey are?*^ iu?ked 
Anica. 
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** I BOBpect one man,'* he answered, " but only suBpcwl 
tim becauflo he is a bad fellow, reckless in all thiL^, and 
always ready to break the rules. I suspect Dan I/)wrie " 

" Joan's father \ " exclaimed Anice in distress. 

Derrick made a gesture of assent. 

^ He is the worst man in the mines," he said. " The 
joan with the worst influence, the man who can work best 
if he will, the man whose feeling against any authority ia 
the strongest, and whose feeling against me amounts to 
bitter enmity." 

* * Against you t But why ? " 

" I suppose because I have no liking for him myself, 
and because I will have orders obeyed, whether they are 
my orders or the orders of the owners. I will have work 
done as it should be done, and I will not be frightened by 
bullies." 

" But if he is a dangerous man — ". 

" He would knock me down from behind, or spoil my 
beauty with vitriol as coolly as he^ould toss oflE a pint oi 
beer, if he had the opportunity, and chanced to feel 
vicious enough at the time," said Derrick. "But hifl 
mood has not quite come to that yet. Just now he feela 
that he would like to have a row, — and really, if we could 
have a row, it would be the best thing for us both. U 
one of us could thrash the other at the outset, it might 
never come to the vitriol." 

He was cool enough himself, and spoke in quite a 
matter-of-fact way, but Anice suddenly lost her color. 
Wlien, later, she bade him good-night — 

^^I am afraid of that man," she said, as he held hei 
hand for the moment. " Don't let him harm you." 

" What man ? " asked Derrick* " Is it possible yon an 
Uii^king about what I said of Lowrie ) ' 
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^ Yes. It is 8C horrible. 1 cannot bear the thought d 
it. I am not used to hear of such things. I am afmid 
for you." 

• " You are very good," he said, his strong hand return 
ing her grasp with warm gratitude. " But I am sorry 1 
said so much, if 1 have fi-ightened you. I ought to have 
remembered how new such things were to you. It is noth 
ing, I assure you." And bidding her good-night again, 
he went a^ay quite warmed at heart by her innocent 
interest in him, but blaming himself not a littlo for hii 
indiscretion. 
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JOAN AND THB CHILD. 

T3 the youjig curate's great wonder, on his fiw t rlait to 
her after the advent of Liz and her child, Joan changed 
lier manner towards him. She did not attempt to repel 
him, she even bade him welcome in a way of her own. 
Deep in Joan's heart was hidden a fancy that perhaps the 
work of this young fellow who was " good enow fur a par- 
son," lay with such as Liz, and those who like Liz bore 
% heavy burden. 

" If yo' can do her any good," she said, " come and 
n^elcome. Oome every day. I dunnot know much about 
ijuch like mysen, but happen yo' ha' a way o' helpin' folk 
as canna help theirsens i' trouble — an' Liz is one on 'em." 

Truly Liz was one of these. She clung to Joan in a 
hopeless, childish way, as her only comfort. She could 
do nothing for herself, she could only obey Joan's dic- 
tates, and this she did in listless misery. When she had 
^ork to do, she made weak efforts at doing it, and when 
she had none she sat and held the child upon her knee, 
her eyes following her friend with a vague appeal. The 
discomfort of her lot, the virretchedness of coming back to 
3hame and jeers, after a brief season of pleasure and lux- 
ury, was what crushed her. So long as her lover had cared 
for her, and she had felt no fear of hunger or cold, or deser- 
tioi(i| she had been happy— happy because she could be idle 
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and take 1:0 thought for the morrow, and was ahnost a ladj 
But now all that was over. She had come to the bittoi 
di'Cgs of the cup. She was thrown on her own resources, 
nobody cared for her, nobody helped her but Joan, no- 
hoAy called her pretty and praised her ways. She was not 
tc be a lady after all, she must work for her living and il 
must be a poor one too. There would be no fine clothes, no 
nice rooms, no flattery and sugar-plums. Everything would 
be even far harder, and more unpleasant than it had been 
before. And then, the baby ? What could she do with it f — 
a creature more helpless than herself, always to be clothed 
and taken care of, when she could not take care of herself, 
always in the way, always crying and wailing and troubling 
day and night. She almost blamed the baby for every 
thing. Perhaps she would not have lost her lover if it had 
not been for the baby. Perhaps he knew what a trouble 
it would be, and wanted to be rid of her before it^came, 
and that was why he had gone away. The night Joan had 
brought her home she had taken care of the child, and 
told Liz to sit down and rest, and had sat down herself 
with the small creature in her arms, and after watching 
lier for a while, Liz had broken out into sobs, and slipped 
down upon the floor at her feet, hiding her wretched 
pretty face upon her friend's knee. 

^ I canna abide the sight o' it," she cried. '^ I canna sec 
what it wur born fur, mysen. I wish I'd deed when I wui 
? Lunnon — when he cared fur no. He wor fond enow o' 
me at th' first. He could na abide me to be out o' hif 
iight. I nivver wur so happy i' my life as I wur then 
Ayel 1 did na think then, as th tcime ud come when he'd 
cast me out i' th' road. He had no reet to do it," her voice 
rising hysterically. " He had no reet to do it, if he wui 
a gentleman ; but it eeema gentlefolk can do owt they 
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please. If he did na mean to stick to me. w^hy could Ba 
he ha' let me a-be." 

^^ That is na gentlefolks' way/' said Joan bitterly, " but 
if 1 wur i' yo're place, Liz, I would na hate th' c:.oild. J I 
'1118 na done yo' as much harm as yo' ha done it." 

After a while, when the girl was quieter, Joan asked hci 
A question. 

" You niwer told me who yo' went^Way wi', Liz," she 
said. " I ha' a reason fur wantin' to know, or 1 would na 
ax, but fur a' that if yo' dunnot want to tell me, yo' need 
na do it against yo're will." 

Liz was silent a moment. 

" I would na tell ivverybody," she said. " I would na 
tell nobody but yo'. It would na do no good, an' I dun- 
not care to do harm. Yo'U keep it to yo'rsen, if I tell yo', 
Joan?" 

" Aye," Joan answered, " as long as it needs be kept to 
mysen. I am na one to clatter." 

" Well," said Liz with a sob, " it wur Mester Landsell I 
went wi' — ^young Mester Landsell — Mester Ralph." 

" I thout as much," said Joan, her face darkening. 

She had had her suspicions from the first, when Mr. 
Ralph Landsell had come to Riggan with his father, who 
was one of the mining company. He was a graceful, 
fair-faced young fellow, with an open hand and the air of 
a potentate, and his grandeur had pleased Liz. She was 
rot used to flattery and " fine London ways," and her 
vanity made her an easy victim. 

" He wur alius after me," she said, with fresh tearsw 
^*ne niwer let me be till I promised to go. Ht said he 
would make a lady o' me an' he wur alius givin' me 
things. He wui fond o' me at first, — thut he wur, — an' 1 
wur fond o' him., ^ niv '^er seed no one loike him afore 
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Oh I it's hard, it is. — ^Oh I if s bitter hard an^ sruel. as ii 
should come to this." 

And she wailed and sobbed until she wore herself out| 
And wearied Joan to the very soul. 

But Joan bore with her and never showed impatiemie 
If word or deed. Childish petulances and plaints fell 
a\fOn her like water upon a rock — but now and then the 
strong nature was rasped beyond endurance by the weak 
one. She had taken no small task upon herself when she 
gave Liz her word that she would shield her. Only after 
a while, in a few weeks, a new influence began to work 
upon Liz's protectress. The child for whom there seemed 
no place in the world, or in any pitying heart — the child 
for whom Liz felt nothing but vague dislike and resent- 
ment — the child laid its light but powerful hand upon Joan. 
Once or twice she noticed as she moved about the room 
that the little creature's eyes would follow her in a way 
something like its mother's, as if with appeal to her 
superior strength. She fell gradually into the habit of 
sjiving it more attention. It was so little and light, so 
easily taken from Liz's careless hold when it was restless, 
so easily carried to and fro, as she went about her 
household tasks. She had never known much about . 
babies until chance had thrown this one in her path ; it 
was a great novelty. It liked her strong arms, and Liz 
was always ready to give it up to her, feeling only a wo&k 
l>ewilderment at her fancy for it. When she was at* home 
it was rarely out of her arms. It was no source of weari- 
ness to her perfect strength. She carried it r,ere and 
there, she cradled it upon her knees, when >he sat down 
by the fire to rest ; she learned in time a hundred gentk 
woman's ways through its presence. Her step became 
lighter, her voice softer — 9, heavy tread, cr a harsh tong 
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might waken the child. F^n* the child's sake Bhe dcffed 
her uncouth working-dress when she entered the house ; 
for the child's sake she made an effort to brighten tlie 
dullness, and soften the roughness of their surroundings. 

The Reverend Paul, in his visits to the hruse, observed 
uath tremor, the subtle changes wrought in her. Catch 
ing at the straw of her negative welcome, he went to see 
Liz whenever he could find a tangible excuse. He had b 
sensitive dread of intruding even upon the poor privacy 
of the "lower orders," and he could rarely bring himself 
to the point of taking them by storm as a mere matter 
of ecclesiastical routine. But the oftener he saw Joan 
Lowrie, the more heavily she lay upon his mind. Every 
day his conscience smote him more sorely for his want of 
success with her. And yet how could he make way 
against her indifference. He even felt himself a trifle 
spell-bound in her presence. He often found himself 
watching her as she moved to and fro, — watching her as 
Liz and the child did. 

But " th' parson " was " th' parson " to her still. A 
good-natured, simple little fellow, who might be a trifle 
better than other folks, but who certainly seemed weaker; 
► a frail little gentleman in spectacles, who was afraid of 
her, or was at least easily confounded ; who might l:e of 
use to Liz, but wlio was not in her line, — better in his way 
than his master in his ; but still a person to be regarded 
\ ith just a touch of contempt. 

The confidence established between Grace and hii 
friend Fergus Derrick, leading to the discussion of all 
matters connected with the parish and parishioners, led 
naturally to the frequent discussion of Joari Lowrie 
among the rest. Over tea and toast in the small parlor 
the two men often drew comfort fLX)ra each other. Whex; 
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Donick strode into the little place and threw hiiuBell 
into his favorite chair, with knit brows and weary irrita 
tion in his air, Grace was always ready to detect hii 
mood, and wait for him to reveal himself ; or when Grace 
looked np at his friend's entrance with a heavy, painct^ 
ltX)k on his face, Derrick was equally quick to compre 
kerd. There was one trouble in which Derrick speciall} 
43 mpathized with his friend. This was in his feeling foi 
A uice. 

Duty called Paul frequently to the house, and hie 
position with regard to its inhabitants was necessarily 
familiar. Mr. Barholm did not spare his curate ; he wan 
I'eady to delegate to him all labor in wliich he was not 
specially interested himself, or which he regarded as 
scarcely worthy of his mettle. 

" Grace makes himself very useful in some cases," he 
would say ; " a certain kind of work suits him, and he is 
able to do himself justice in it. He is a worthy enough 
young fellow in a certain groove, but it is always best to 
confine him to that groove." 

So, when there was an ordinary sermon to be preached, 
or a commonplace piece of work to be done, it was handed 
over to Grace, with a few tolerant words of advice or com 
ment, and as commonplace work was rather the rule than 
the exception, the Keverend Paul's life was not idle. 
/liice's manner toward her father's curate was so gentle 
And earnest, so frank and full of trust in him, that i( 
i^ras not to be wondered at that each day only fixed her 
more firmly in his heart. Nothing of his conscientiou'^ 
labor was lost upon her; nothing of his self-sacrifice an<i 
trial T7as passed by indifferently in her thoughts of him ; 
his pain and his effort went to her very heart. Her b<^liei 
in him was so strong that she never hesitated to carry aii) 
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little bewilderment to him or to speak to him openly upon 
any subject. Small marvel, that he found it delicioug 
pain to go to the house day after day, feeling himself sc 
near to her, yet knowing himself so far from any hope oJ 
reaching the sealed chamber of her heart. 

Notwithstanding her knowledge of her inability to altei 
his position, Anice still managed to exert some slight Infla 
ence over her friend's fate. 

" Do you not think, papa, that Mr. Grace has a great 
deal to do?" she suggested once, when he was specially 
overburdened. 

" A great deal to do? " he said. "Well, he has enough 
to do, of course, my dear, but then it is work of a kind 
that suits him. I never leave anything very important to 
Grace. You do not mean, my dear, that you fancy he . 
has too much to do ? " 

"Eather too much of a dull kind," answered Anice. 
"Dull work is tiring, and he has a great deal of it on his 
hands. All that school work, you know, papa — ^if you 
could share it with him, I should think it would make it 
easier for him." 

" My dear Anice," the rector protested ; " if Grace had 
my responsibilities to carry on his shoulders, — ^but I do 
not leave my responsibilities to him. In my opinion ho is 
hardly fitted to bear them — they are not in his line ; " bat 
seeing a dubious look on the delicate face opposite him — 
'' but if you think the young fellow has really too much to 
do, I will try to take some of these minor matters upon 
myself. I am equal to a good deal of hard work," — evi- 
dently feeling himself somewhat aggrieved. 

But Anice made no further comment ; having dropped 
a seed of suggestion, she left it to fructify, experience 
touching her that this was her best plan. It wa^ one ci 
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the gx>d rector's weaknesses, to dislike to find his course 
disapproved even by a wholly uninfluential critic, and hii 
daughter was by no means an uninfluential critic. He 
was never exactly comfortable when her views did not 
ilrictly accord with his own. To find that ALice wfii 
regarding a favorite whim with questioning, was foi 
him to begin to falter a trifle inwardly, however testily 
rebellious he might feel. He was a man who thrived 
under encouragement, and sank at once before failure ; 
failure was unpleasant, and he rarely contended long 
against unpleasantness ; it was not a " fair wind and no 
favor " with him, he wanted both the fair wind and the 
favor, and if either failed him he felt himself rather badly 
used. So it was, through this discreetly exerted influence 
of Anice's, that Grace, to his surprise, found some irk- 
some tasks taken from his shoulders at this time. He did 
not know that i'. was Anice he had to thank for tlie twn 
porary relief. 
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Ajsnoic ^ent to see Liz. Perhaps if the trnth were (old 
she weut to see Joan more than to visit Joan's j/rotigie^ 
though her interest extended from the one to the otlier. 
But she did not see Joan, she only heard of her. Liz 
met her visitor without any manifestations of enthusiasni. 
She was grateful, but gratitude was not often a powerful 
emotion with her. But Anice began to attract her somewhat 
before she had been in the house ten minutes. Liz found, 
first, that she was not one of the enemy, and did not come 
to read a homily to her concerning her sins and transgres- 
sions ; having her mind set at ease thus far, she found 
time to be interested in her. Her visitor's beauty, her 
prettiness of toilet, a certain delicate grace of presence, 
were all virtues in Liz's eyes. She was so fond of pretty , 
things herself, she had been wont to feel such pleasure 
and pride in her own beauty, that such outward charms 
were the strongest of charms to her. She forgot to be 
abashed and miserable, when, after talking a few minatee. 
Anice came to her and bent over the child as it lay or 
her knee. She even had the courage tc regard the mate 
rial of her dress with some degree of interest. 

" To'n getten that theer i' Lunnon," she ventured, wist- 
fully touching the pretty s\lk with her finger. " Theer'i 
loan sich i' Riggan." 
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^ Yes," answered Aiiice, letting the baby's Land cling 
to her fingers. " I bought it in London." 

Liz touched it again, and this time the wistfulnesB ii 
her touch crept up to her eyes, mingled with a little fiet 
fulness. 

" Iy very thing's fine as comes fro' Lnnnon," she said 
•* It's the grandest place i' th' world. I dnnnot wondei 
us th' queen lives theer. I wur happy aw th' toime 1 
wur theer. I nivver were so happy i' my life. I — I can- 
na hardly bear to think on it- — ^it gi'es me such a wearyin' 
an' longin' ; I wish I could go back, I do " — ending with 
a sob. 

" Don't think about it any more than you can help," 
said Anice gently. " It is very hard 1 know ; don't cry, 
Liz." 

"I canna help it," sobbed Liz; " an' I can.no more 

help thinkin' on it, than th' choild theer can help thinkin' 

on its milk. I'm hungerin' aw th' toime — an' I dunnot 

care to live ; I wakken up i' th' noight hungerin' an' cry- 

^ in' fur — fur what I ha' not got, an' nivver shall ha' agen." 

The tears ran down her cheeks and she whimpered like 
a child. The sight of the silk dress had brought back to 
^her mind her lost bit of paradise as nothing else would 
have done — her own small store of finery, the gayety and 
novelty of London sounds and sights. 

Anice knelt down upon the flagged floor, still holding 
{he child's hand. 

" Don't cry," she said again. " Look at the baby, Liz 
It is a pretty baby. Perhaps if it lives, it may be a 
comfort to you some day." 

" Nay 1 it wunnot ; " said Liz, regarding it resentfully 
"Iniwer could tak' no comfort in it. It's nowt but s 
tn)nble. I dunnot loike it. I canna. It would be bcttei 
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if it would na live. I canna tell wheer Joan Lowrie gets 
her patience fro'. I ha' no patience with the little marred 
thing mysen — alius whioperin' an' cryin' ; I dunnot know 
what to do wi' it half th' toime." 

A nice took it from her lap, and sitting down uj 3n a 
low wooden stool, held it gently, looking at its small round 
fact It was a pretty little creature, pretty with Liz'f 
own 5eauty, or at least, with the baby promise of it 
Anice stooped and kissed it, her heart stirred by the 
feebly-strong clasp of the tiny fingers. , \^v i j, 

During the remainder of her visit, she sat holdingwie 
child on her knee, and talking to it as well as to its mother 
But she made no attempt to bring Liz to what Mr. Bar: 
holm had called, " a fitting sense of her condition." Sli^ 
was not fully settled in her opinion as to what Liz'e 
" fitting sense " would be. So she simply made an efl^oi*t ^ 
to please her, and awaken her to interest, and she sue- . \ 
ceeded very well. When she went away, the girl was . 
evidently sorry to see her go. *••. 

" I dunnot often want to see folk twice," she said, look ^ y 
ing at her shyly, " but I'd loike to see yo'. Yo're not 
loike th' rest. Yo' dunnot harry me wi' talk. Joan said \ 
yo' would na." 

" I will come again," said Anice. 

During her visit, Liz had told her much of Joan. She 
seemed to like to talk of her, and certainly Anice had 
been quite ready to listen. 

"She is oa easy to mak' out,^' said Liz, " an' p^r'aps 
Ihat's th' reason why folks pats theirsens to so raucL 
trouble to mak' her out." 

When he passed the cottage on the Knoll Eoad in going 
borne at night, Fergus could not help looking out foi 
Joan. Scmetimes he saw her, and scmotimes he did not 
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During the warm weather, he saw her often at the door 
or near the gate; almost always with the child in hei 
arms. There was no awkward shiinking in her mannei 
at such times, no vestige of the clumsy consciousnc&g 
usually exhibited by girls of her class. She met his glance 
with a grave quietude, scarcely touched with interest, lie 
thought ; ho never observed that she smiled, though he 
was uncomfortably conscious now and then that she stoot' 
ind calmly watched him out of sij^ht 
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•^ tK\'D Sami^y Craddock" rose from his chair, ar-d 
luring to t]je mantle-piece, took down a tobacco jar of red 
and yellow delft, and proceeded to fill his pipe with 
solemn ceremony. It was a large, deep clay pipe, and 
held a great deal of tobacco — ^particularly when filled 
from the store of an acquaintance. " It's a good enow 
pipe to borrow wi'," Sammy was wont to remark. In 
the second place, Mr. Oraddock drew forth a goodly por- 
tion of the weed, and pressed it down with ease and pre- 
cision into the top of the foreign gentleman's turban which 
constituted the bowl. Then he lighted it with a piece 
of paper, remarking to his wife between long indrawn 
puffs, " I'm goin'— to th' Public." 

The good woman did not receive the intelligence ap 
amicably as it had been given. 

" Aye," she said, " I'll warrant tha art. When tha art 
na fiUin' thy belly tha art generally either goin' to th' 
Public, or comin' whoam. Aw Riggan ud go to ruin li 
tha wert na at th' Public fro' morn till neet looking after 
other folkses business. It's well for th' toun as tha'st gel 
ten nowt else to do." 

Sammy puffed away at his pipe, without any appear 
ADce of disturbance. 

^AyeV he consented dryly, "it is, that It aa bet 
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bad thing to ha' th' pits stop workin' aw because I had ui 
attended to 'em, an' gi'en th' mesters a bit o' encourago 
jnent. Tha sees mine's what th' gentlefolk ca' a responsi 
ble position i' society. Th' biggest trouble I ha', is settlirf 
i' my moind what tii' world 'ill do when I turn up my 
toes to th' daisies, an' how the govemment'U mak' up 
their moinds who shall ha' th' ho tor o' pay in' for th' 
moniment." 

In Mr. Craddock's opinion, his skill in the solution oJ 
iwlitical and social problems was only equaled by hia 
aptitude in managing the weaker sex. He nevei* lost his 
temper with a woman. He might be sarcastic, he was some- 
thneS even severe in his retorts, but he was never violent 
In any one else but Mr. Craddock, such conduct might have 
been considered weak by the male population of Riggan, 
who not unfrequently settled their trifling domestic diffi- 
culties with the poker and tongs, chairs, or flat-irons, or 
indeed with any portable piece of household furniture. 
But Mr. Craddock's way of disposing of feminine antag- 
onists was tolerated. It was pretty well known that Mrs. 
Craddock had a temper, and since he could manage her, 
it was not worth while to criticise the method. 

" Tha'rt an owd yommer-head," said Mrs. Craddock, aa 
oracularly as if she had never made the observation before. 
" Tha deserves what tha has na getten." 

" Aye, that I do,'' with an air of amiable regret. " Tha'rt 
reet theer fur once i' thy loife. Th' country has na doi.o 
its duty by me. If I'd had aw I deserved I'd been th' 
Lord Mayor o' Lunnon by this toime, an' tha'd a been th' 
Lady Mayoress, settin up i' thy parlor wi' a goold crowi 
atop o' thy owd head, sortin out thy cloathes fur th' wesh 
woman i'stead o' dollyin' out thy bits o' duds fur thy»er 
Tha'rt reet, owd lass — tha'rt reet enow." 
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^ Go thy ways to th' Public,*' retorted the o. d dame 
liiven to desperation. "Pm tired o' hearkenin^ to thee 
Get thee gone to th' Public, or we'st ha' th' world stand 
in' still ; an' moind tha do'st na set th' horse-ponds afire 
as tha goes by 'em." 

' PU be keerful, ow J lass," chuckled Sammy, taking 
his stick. " IHl be keerful for th' sake o' th' town." 

He made his way toward the village ale-house in the 
best of humors. Arriving at The Crown, he found a dis- 
cussion in progress. Discussions were always being car 
ried on there in fact, but this time it was not Craddock's 
particular friends who were busy. There were grades 
even among the visitors at The Crown, and there were 
several grades below Sammy's. The lowest was composed 
of the most disreputable of the colliers — men who with 
Lowrie at their head were generally in some mischief. 
It was these men who were talking together loudly this 
evening, and as usual, Lowrie was the loudest in the party. 
They did not seem to be quarreling. Three or four sat 
round a table listening to Lowrie with black looks, and 
toward them Sammy glanced as he came in. 

" What's up in them f ellys ? " he asked of a friend. 

"Summat's wrong at th' pit," was the answer. "I 
canna mak* out what mysen. Summat about one o' th' 
mesters as they're out wi'. What'U tha tak', owd lad 3" 

" A pint o' sixpenny." And then with another sidelong 
glance at the debaters : 

" They're an ill set, that lot, an' up to summat ill too, 
111 warrant. He's not th' reet soart, that Lowrie." 

Lowrie was a burly fellow with a surly, sometimes ferO' 
cious, expression. Drink made a madman of him, and 
among his companions he ruled supreme through shoei 
physical superiority. The man who quarreled witli him 
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Alight be Bure of broken bones, if not of something wofm 
He leaned over the table now, scowling as he spoke. 

** I'll ha' no lads meddlin' an' settin' th' mesters ageB 
WW," Oraddock heard him say. " Them on yo' as loikot 
to tak' cheek mun tak' it, I'm too owd a bird fur that 
Boart o' feed. It sticks i' my crop. Look thee out o' thai 
theei window, Jock, and watch who passes, I'll punsc 
that lad into th' middle o' next week, as sure as he gpetf 
by." 

" Well," commented one of his companions, " aw I've 
gotten to say is, as tha'U be loike to ha' a punse on it, f ui 
he's a strappin' youngster, an' noan so easy f eart." 

" Da'st ta mean to say as I conna do it ? " demanded 
Lowrie fiercely. 

"Nay — nay, mon," was the pacific and rather hasty 
reply. " Nowt o' th' soart. I on'y meant as it was na 
ivvery mon as could." 

" Aye, to be sure 1 " said Sammy testily to his friend. 
" That's th' game is it ? Theer's a f eight on bond. That's 
reet, my lads, lay in thy beer, an' mak' dom'd fool's o' 
thysens, an' tha'lt get a chance to sleep on th' soft side o' 
a paving-stone i' th' lock-ups." 

He had been a fighting man himself in his young days, 
•nd had prided himself particularly upon " showing hifl 
muscle," in Riggan parlance, but he had never been such 
a man as Lowrie. His comparatively gentlemanly en 
counters with personal friends had always been fair and 
square, and in macy cases had laid the foundation for 
hiture toleration, even amiability. He had never heai 
lated tc "tak' a punse" at an offending individual, but 
he had always been equally ready to shake hands when 
all was over, and in some cases, when having temporarily 
oil filed a companion's eyes in the heat cf an argument 
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he Lad been known to lead him tc the counter of " th' Pub 
lie," and bestow nectar upon him in the form of " six 
penny." But of Lowrie, even the fighting community 
which was the community predominating iu Riggau 
cx)uld not speak so well. He was "ilWarrant," and 
reyengeful, — ^ready to fight, but not ready to forgive. 
He had been known to bear a grudge, and remember it 
when it had been forgotten by other people. His record 
was not a clean one, and accordingly he was not a favorite 
of Sammy Craddock's. 

A short time afterward somebody passed the window 
facing the street, and Lowrie started up with an oath. 

" Theer he is I " he exclaimed. " Now fur it. I thowt 
he'd go this road. I'll see what tha's gotten to say fur 
thysen, my lad." 

He was out in the street almost before Craddock and 
his companion had time to reach the open window, and he 
had stopped the passer-by, who paused to confront him 
haughtily. 

" Why I " cried Sammy, slapping his knee, " I'm dom'd 
if it is na th' Lunnon engineer chap." 

Fergus Derrick stood before his enemy with anything 
but a propitiatory air. That this brutal fellow who had 
caused him trouble enough already, should interfere witfe 
his very progress in the street, was too much for liis high 
npirit to bear. ,^ . 

"I comn out here," said Lowrie, " to Eee if tha haaf owt 
to say to me." 

" Then," replied Fergus, " you may go in again, for 
Lave nothing." 

Lowrie drew a step nearer to him. 

'* Art tha sure o' ttiat ? " he demanded. " Tha wert so 

♦"eadv wi' thy gab about th' Davys this mcinm' t thow/ 
4 
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happen tha'd loike to say summat more if a men lid gi' yo 
a chance. But happen agen yo're one o' th' soart ai 
sticks to gab an' goes no further." 

Derrick's eyes blazed, he flung out his open hand in 8 
contemptuous gesture. 

** Out of the way," he said, in a suppressed voice, " and 
let me pass." 

But Lowrie only came nearer. 

" Nay, but I wunnot," he said, " until Pve said my say 
Tha wert goin' to mak' me obey th' rules or let th' 
mesters hear on it, wert tha? Tha wert goin' to keep 
thy eye on me, an' report when th' toime come, wert tha ? 
Well, th' toime has na come yet, and now I'm goin' to gi' 
thee a thrashin'." 

He sprang upon him with a ferocity which would 
have flung to the earth any man who had not possessed 
the thews and sinews of a lion. Derrick managed to 
preserve his equilibrium. After the first blow, he could 
not control himself. Naturally, he had longed to thrash 
this fellow soundly often enough, and now that he 
had been attacked by him, he felt forbearance to be no 
virtue. Brute force could best conquer brute nature. 
He felt that he would rather die a thousand deaths than 
be conquered himself. He put forth all his strength in 
an effort that awakened the crowd — which had speedily 
surrounded them, Owd Sammy among the number — to 
wild admiration. 

"Get thee unto it, lad,'^ cried the old sinner in an 
ecstasy of approbation, " Get thee unto it ! Tha'rt 
ghapin' reet I see. Why, I'm dom'd," slapping his knee 
as usual — " I'm dom'd if he is na goin' to mill Dan 
Lowrie!" 

To ^he amazement of the by-standers, it became e\ iden; 
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ill a very short time, that Lowrie had met his match 
Finding it necessary to defend himself, Dorrick was going 
to do something more. The result was that the breathlesfe 
struggle for the mastery ended in a crash, and Lowrie lay 
upon the pavement, Fergus Derrick standing above him 
pale, fierce and panting. 

"Look to him," he said to the men about him, in a 
white heat, " and remember that the fellow provoked me 
\o it. If he tries it again, I will try again too." A.nd he 
turned on his heel and walked away. 

He had been far more tolerant, even in his wrath, than 
most men would have been, but he had disposed of his 
enemy effectually. The fellow lay stunned upon the 
ground. In his fall, he had cut his head upon the curb- 
stone, and the blood streamed from the wound when his 
companions crowded near, and raised him. Owd Sammy 
Craddock offered no assistance ; he leaned upon his stick, 
and looked on with grim satisfaction. 

"Tha's getten what tha deserved, owd lad," he said 
in an undertone. "An' tha'st getten no more. I'st 
owe th' Lunnon chap one fro' this on. He's done a bit 
o' work as I'd ha' takken i' hond mysen long ago, if 
I'd ha' been thirty years younger, an' a bit less stiff i' th' 
hinges." 

Fergus had not escaped without hurt himself, and tlie 
first angry excitement over, he began to feel so sharp ait 
iche in his wrist, that he made up his mind to rest fcr a 
few minutes at Grace's lodgings before going home. It 
w:>uld be wise to know the extent of his injury. 

Accordingly, he made liis appearance in the parlor, 
■omewhat startling his friend, who was at supper, 

*' My dear Fergus 1" exclaimed PauL **Hcw excite 
f wi look I " 
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Derrick flung himself into a chair, feeling rather do 
bions about his strength, all at once. 

"Do If" he said, with a faint smile. "Don't In 
alarmed, Grace, I have no doubt I look as I feel. I have 
been having a brush with that scoundrel Lowrie, and I 
believe something has happened to my wrist." 

He made an effort to raise his left hand and failed, 
succumbing to a pain so intense that it forced an exc^a 
mation from him. 

" I thought it was a sprain," he said, when he recovered 
himself, " but it is a job for a surgeon. It is broken." 

And so it proved under the examination of the nearest 
practitioner, and then Derrick remembered a wrench 
and shock which he had felt in Lowrie's last desperate 
effort to recover himself. Some of the small bones had 
broken. 

Gi-ace called in the surgeon himself, and stood by during; 
the strapping and bandaging with an anxious face, really 
suffering as much as Derrick, perhaps a trifle more. lie 
would not hear of his going home that night, but insisted 
that he should remain where he was. 

"I can sleep on the lounge myself," he protested 
" And though I shall be obliged to leave you for half an 
hour, I assm-e you I s lall not be away a longer time." 

" Where are you ^ing % " Jtsked Derrick. 

"To the Eectol-y. Mr. Barholm sent a message av 
hour ago, that he wished to see me upon business." 

Fergus agreed to remain. When Grace was on Ibt 
point of leaving the room, he turned his head. 

" You are going to the Rectory, you say ? " he re 
marked. 

"Tes.^ 

*• Do you ^.hink you shall see An'ce f " 
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** It ifl very probable " confusedly. 

** I merely thought I would ask you not to mention this 
aflFair to her/' said Derrick. The curate's face assumed 
an expression at that moment, which it was well that h:g 
iriend did not see. A shadow of bewilderment and 
anxiety fell upon it and the color faded away. 

" You think—" faltered he. 

" Well, I thought that perhaps it would shock cr alarm 
her," answered Derrick. "She might fancy it to have 
been a more serious matter than it was.'* 

" Very well. I tliink you are right, perhapfl." 
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THE 2nEWS AT THIS BEOTOBT. 



If ehe did not hear of the incident from Grace, AaiiJt 
heard of it from another quarter. 

The day following, the village was ringing with th€ 
particulars of "th' feight betwix' th' Lnnnon chap an' 
Dan Lowrie." 

Having occasion to go out in the morning, Mr. Barholni 
returned to luncheon in a state of great excitement. 

" Dear me ! " he began, almost as soon as he entered 
the room. " Bless my life ! what ill-conditioned animale 
these colliers are ! '^ 

Anice and her mother regarded him questionably. 

" Wliat do you suppose I have just heard ; " he went 
on. " Mr. Derrick has had a very unpleasant afPair with 
one of the men who work under him — ^no other than thai 
Lowrie — the young woman's father. They are a bad lot 
it seems, and Lowrie had a spite against Derrick, and 
attacked him openly, and in the most brutal manner, as 
bo was going through the village yesterday evening." 

"Are you sure?" cried Anice. "Oh I papa," and sh 
pat her hand upon the table as if she needed support. 

" There is not the slightest doubt," was the answer, 
^ everybody is talking about it. It appears that it is one 
of the strictest rules of the mine that the men shall keep 
their Davy lamps locked while they are in the pit — ^itideec^ 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE NJH tra AT TEE ^LEOTOBY. 79 

they are directed to deliver up their keys before gv.ing 
down, and Derrick having strong suspicions that Lowrie 
had procured a false key, gave him a rather severe rating 
about it, and threatened to report him, and the end of the 
matter was the trouble of yesterday. The wonder is, that 
Derrick came ofiE conqueror. They say he gave the fellow 
a sound thrashing. There is a good deal of force in that 
young man," he said, rubbing his hands* " There is a good 
deal of — of pluck in him — as we used to say at Oxford/' 

Anice shi*ank from her fathei^'s evident enjoyment, feel- 
ing a mixture of discomfort and dread. Suppose the 
tables had turned the other way. Suppose it had been 
Lowrie who had conquered. She had heard of horrible 
things done by such men in their blind rage. Lowrie 
would not have paused where Derrick did. The news- 
papers told direful tales of such struggles ending in the 
conquered being stamped upon, maimed, beaten out of life. 

"It is very strange," she said, almost impatiently, 
" Mr. Grace must have known, and yet he said nothing. 
I wish he would come." 

AlS chance had it, the door opened just at that moment, 
and the Curate was announced. He was obliged to drop 
in at all sorts of unceremonious hours, and to-dav some 
school business had brought him. The Rector turned- to 
greet him with unwonted warmth. " The very m-an we 
want," he exclaimed, "Anice was just wishing for you 
We have been talking of this diflSculty between Derrick 
and Lowrie, and we are anxious to hear what you know 
about it." 

Grace glanced at Anice uneasily 

" We wanted to know if Mr. Derrick was qaite uniu 
jured," she said. " Papa did not hear that he was hurl 
at all, but you will be able to tell us." 
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There was an expression in her upraised eyes the Oarati 
had never seen there. 

"He met with an injury,'' tie answered, "but it wai 
not a severe one. He came to my rooms last night and 
remained with me. His wrist is fractured." 

He was not desirous of discussing the subject verj 
freely, it was evident, even to Mr. Barholm, who was 
making an effort to draw him out. He seemed rather to 
avoid it, after he had made a brief statement of what he 
knew. In his secret heart, he shrank from it with a 
dread far more nervous than Anice's. He had doubts of 
his own concerning Lowrie's action in the future. Thus 
the Rector's excellent spirits grated on him, and he said 
but little. 

Anice was silent too. After luncheon, however, she 
^ent into a small conservatory adjoining the room, and 
before Grace took his departure, she called him to her. 

" It is very strange that you did not tell us last night," 
she said ; " why did you not ? " 

" It was Derrick's forethought for you," he answered. 
" He was afraid that the story would alarm you, and as 1 
agreed with him that it might, I remained silent 1 
might as well have spoken, it appears," 

" He thought it would frighten me ?" she said. 

"Yes." 

" Has this accident made him ill % " 

"No, not ill, though the fracture is a very painful and 
inconvenient one." 

" I am very sorry ^ please tell him so. And, Mr 
Grace, when he feels able to come here, I have something 
CO say to him." 

Derrick marched into the Barholm parlor that verj 
night with his arm m splints and bandages. 
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It wa3 a specially pleasant and homelike evening to 
hira ; Mre. Barholm's gentle heart went out to the hanc 
some invalid. She haxi never had a son of her own 
though it must be confessed she had yearned for one 
strong and deep as was her affection for her girl. 

But it was not till Derrick bade Anice good-night, thai 
he heard what she intended to say tc him. When he wag 
going, just as he stepped across the threshold of the en- 
trance door, she stopped him. 

^' Wait a minute, if you will be so good," she said, " 1 
Lave something to ask of you.'' 

He paused, half smiling. 

" I thought you had forgotten," he returned. 

" Oh ! no, 1 had not forgotten," she answered. " But 
it will only seem a very slight thing to you perhaps." 
Then she began again, after a pause. " If you please, do 
not think I am a coward," she said. 

" A coward I " he repeated. 

" You were afraid to let Mr. Grace tell me about youi 
accident last night and though it was very kind of you, I 
did not like it. You must not think that because these 
things are new and shock me, I am not strong enough to 
trust in. I am stronger than I look." 

" My dear Miss Barholm," he protested, " I am sure oi 
that. I ought to have known better. Forgive me if — " 

" Oh," she interposed, " you must not blame yourself. 
But I wanted to ask you to be so kind as to tlihik better of 
iiie than that. I want to be sure that if ever I can be of 
ase to anybody, you will not stop to think of the danger oi 
annoyance. Such a time may never come, but if it does— ' 

" I shall certainly reraemVcr what ycu have said," Fer 
1^ ended for hor. 
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Trie moon was shining brightly whet he stepped into 
the open road — so brightly that he could see every object 
far before him unless where the trees cast their black 
shadows, which seemed all the blacker for the light. 
" What a grave little creature she is! " he was saying to 
himself. But he stopped suddenly; under one of the 
trees by the roadside some one was standing motionless ; 
as he approached, the figure stepped boldly out into the 
moonlight before him. It was a woman. 

" Dunnot be afeard," she said, in a low, hurried voice. 
" It's me, mester — it's Joan Lowrie." 

" Joan Lowrie ! " ho said with surprise. " What has 
brought you out at this hour, and whom are you waiting 
for?" 

" I'm waiting for yo'rsen," she answered. 

"Forme?" 

'* Aye ; I ha' summat t«) say to you." 

She looked about her hurriedly. 

" Yo'd better come into th' shade o' them t-ees," she 
Eaid; " I dunnot want to gi' any one a chance to see me 
nor yo' either." 

It was impossible that he should not hesitate a movnoDt 
If she had been forced into entrapping him I 

She madf) a sharp gesture. 
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**! am na goiV to d 3 no harm," she said. "Tc maj 
mist me. It's th' other way about." 

" I ask pardon," he said, feeling heartily asliamed d 
himself the next instant, *^ but you know — " 

"Aye," impatiently, as they passed into the shadow, 
" I know, or I should na be here now '' 

A moonbeam, finding its way through a rift in the 
boughs and falling on her face, showed him that she wac 
very pale. 

" Yo' wonder as I'm here at aw," she said, not meeting 
his eyes as she spoke, " but yo' did me a good turn onct, 
an' I ha' na had so many done me i' my loif e as I can 
forget one on 'em. I'm come here — fur I may as well 
mak' as few words on't as I con — I come here to tell yo' 
to tak' heed o' Dan Lowrie." 

^* What ? " said Fergus. " He bears me a grudge, does 
he?" 

"Aye, he bears thee grudge enow," she said. "He 
bears thee that much grudge that if he could lay his bond 
on thee, while th' heat's on him, he'd kill thee or dec. 
He will na be so bitter after a while, happen, but he'd do 
it now, and that's why I warn thee. Tha has no reet to be 
goin' out loike this," glancing at his bandaged arm. 
" How could tha help thysen if he were to set on thee. 
Tha had better tak' heed, I tell thee." 

" I am very much indebted to you," began Fergus. 

Shj stopped him. 

"Tha did me a good turn," she said. And Uien hci 
foice changed. " Dan Lowrie's my feyther, an' I've stuck 
to him, I dunnot know why — happen cause I never had 
nowt else to hold to and do for ; but feyther or no f eythci 
I know he's a bad un when th' fit's on an' he has a spite 
»gen a mon. So tak' care, T tell thee agen. Tbeer now. 
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I've done. Will tha walk on first an' let me follow 

Mioe!" 

Something in her mode of making thiB BuggeBtion im- 
|ii*e88ed him singularly. 

" I do not quite understand — " he said. 

She turned and looked at him, her face white and reso- 
lute. 

" I dunnot want harm done," she answered. " I will na 
ha' harm done if I con help it, an' if I mun speak th' 
truth I know theer's harm afoot to-neet. If I'm behind 
thee, theer is na a mon i' Riggan as dare lay hond on thee 
to my face, if I am nowt but a lass. That's why I ax thee 
to let me keep i' soight" 

" You are a brave woman," he said, " and 1 will do w 
you tell me, but I feel like a coward." 

^^ Theer is no need as you should," she answered 
in a softened voice. ^^ Yo' dunnot seem loike one to 
me." 

Derrick bent suddenly, and taking her hand, raised it to 
his lips. At this involuntary act of homage — for it was 
nothing less — Joan Lowrie looked up at him with startled 
eyes. 

^^I am na a lady," she said, and drew her hand 
away. 

They went :it into the road together, he first, she fol- 
lowing at a short distance, so that nobody seeing the one 
Bould avoid seeing the other. It was an awkward and 
trying position for a man of Derrick's temperament, and 
inider some circumstances he would have rebelled against 
it ; as it was, he could not feel humiliated. 

At a certain dark bend in the road not far from Lt-wrie'i 
cottage, Joan halted suddenly and spoke. 

" Feyther," she said, in a clear steady voice " is na that 
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jo' Btandin' theer? I thowt yo'd happen to be comin* 
whoara this way. Wheer has tha been ? " And as he 
passed on, Derrick caught the sound of a muttered oa'h, 
and gained a side glimpse of a heavy, slonchii^ figurr 
3omirg stealthily out of the shadow. 
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HIE AND EDS MASTER MA£B A OALL. 

** Hoo's a queer little wench," said one of the ronghesi 
Rigganite matrons, after Anice's first visit. "I wur i' 
th' middle o' my weshin when she coom, — up to th' 
neck i' th' suds, — and I wur vexed enow when 1 seed her 
standin' i' th' door, lookin' at me wi' them big eyes o' hers 
—most loike a babby's wonderin' at summat. ' We dun- 
not want none,' I says, soart o' sharp loike, th' minute 1 
clapped my eyes on her. ' Theer's no one here as can 
read, an' none on us has no toime to spare if we could, so 
we dunnot want none.' ' Dunnot want no what ? ' she 
says. ^ No tracks,' says I. And what do yo' think she 
does, lasses? Why, she begins to soart o' dimple up 
about th' corners o' her mouth as if I'd said summat reight 
down queer, an' she gi'es a bit o' a laff. ' Well,' she 
says, ' I'm glad o' that. It's a good thing, fur I hav'n't 
got none.' An' then it turns out that she just stopped fur 
nowt but to leave some owd linen an' salve for to dress 
tliat sore hond Jack crushed i' th' pit. He'd towd her 
about it as he went to his work, and she promised to bring 
him some. An' what's more, she wouldna coom in, btit 
just gi' it me, an' went her ways, as if she had na beei) 
th' Parson's lass at aw, but just one o' th' common koind 
as knowd how to moind her own business an' leave other 
folkses a-be." 
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Tlie Rigganites became quite accustomed to the sight ol 
Anice's small low phaeton, with its comfortable fat gray 
pony. She was a pleasant sight herself as she sat in it, 
her little whip in her small gloved hand, and no one was 
over sorry to see her check the gray pony before the door. 

" Anice ! " said Mr. Barholm to his curate, " well ! yon 
flee Anice understands these people, and they understand 
her. She has the faculty of understanding them. There 
is nothing, you may be assured, Grace, like understanding 
the lower orders, and entering into their feelings." 

There was one member of Eiggan society who had 
ranged himself among Miss Barholm's disciples from the 
date of his first acquaintance with her, who was her stanch 
friend and adviser from that time forward — the young 
master of " th' best tarrier i' Eiggan." Neither Jud Bates 
nor Nib faltered in their joint devotions from the hour of 
their first introduction to " th' Parson's daughter." When 
they presented themselves at the Eectory together, the 
cordiality of Nib's reception had lessened his master's 
awkwardness. Nib was neither awkward nor one whit 
abashed upon his entree into a sphere so entirely new to 
him as a well-ordered, handsomely furnished house. Once 
inside the parlor, Jud had lost courage and stood fum- 
bling his ragged cap, but Nib had bounced forward, in the 
best of good spirits, barking in friendly recognition of 
Miss Barholm's greeting caress, and licking her hand. 
Through Nib, Anice contrived to inveigle Jud into conver 
lation and make him forget his overwhelming conf usiow. 
Catching her first glimpse of the lad as he stood upon 
the threshold with his dubious garments and his abashed 
air, she was not quite decided what she was to do with 
him. But Nib came to her assistance. He forced him 
»olf upon her attention and ga-e her something to say, and 
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her manna, of receiving him was such, that in a fen 
minutes she found Jud sidling toward her, as. she hall 
knelt on the hearth patting his favorite's rough back. Jud 
looked down at her, and she looked up at Jud. 

"Have you taught liim to do anything?" she askeiL 
" Does he know any tricks ? " 

" He'll kill more rats i' ten minutes than ony dog i* 
Riggan. He's th' best tarrier fur rats as tha ivver seed 
He's th' best tarrier for owt as thai ivver seed. Theer is 
nowt as he canna do. He con feight ony dog as theer is 
fro' heer to Marf ort." And he glowed in all the pride o^ 
possession, and stooped down to pat Nib himself. 

He was quite communicative after this. He was a 
shrewd little fellow and had not spent his ten years in 
the mining districts for nothing. He was thoroughly 
conversant with the ways of the people his young hostess 
wished to hear about. He had worked in the pits a little, 
and he had tramped about the country with Nib at his 
heels a great deal. He was supposed to live with his 
father and grandmother, but he was left entirely to him- 
self, unless when he was put to a chance job. He knew 
Joan Lowrie and pronounced her a " brave un ; " he knew 
and reverenced "Owd Sammy Craddock;" he knew 
Joan's father and evidently regarded him with distrust ; 
in fact there was not a man, woman or child in the place 
of whom he did not know something. 

Mr. Barholm happening to enter the room during tlio 
interview, found his daughter seated on a low seat witl 
Nib's head on her knee, and Jud a few feet from her 
She was so intent on the task of entertaining her guest that 
she did not hear her father's entrance, and tae Eeverend 
Harold left the three together, himself in *ather a be 
wildered frame of mind. 
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" Do you know? " he asked of his wife when he found 
her, " do you know who it is Anice is amusing in the 
parlor? What singular fancies the g rl has, with all he? 
good Benae I " 
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Though they saw comparatiyely little of each other^ 
the friendly feeling established between Aniee and Joan, 
in their first interview, gained strength gradually as time 
went on. Coming home from her work at noon or at 
night, Joan would see traces of Anice's presence, and 
listen to Liz's praises of her. Liz was fond of her and 
found comfort in her. The days when the gray pony 
came to a stop in his jog-trot on the roadside before 
the gate had a kind of pleasurable excitement in them. 
They were the sole spice of her life. She understood 
Anice as little as she understood Joan, but she liked 
her. She had a vague fancy that in some way Anice was 
like Joan ; that there was the same strength, in her, — a 
strength upon which she herself might depend. And 
then she found even a stronger attraction in her visitor's 
personal adornments, m her graceful dress, in any elegant 
trifle she wore. She liked to look at her clothes and ask 
questions about them, and wonder how she would look if 
fbe were the possessor of such beautiful things. 

" She wur loike a pictur," she would say mournfully to 
Joan. " She had a blue gown on, an' a hat wi' blue-bells 
in it, an' summat white an' soft frilled up r*>und her neck* 
Eh 1 it wur pretty. I wish I wur a lady. I dunnot see 
why iwerybody canna be a lady an' have such loike.^ 
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Later Joan got up and went to the cliil<l, wbo lay upou 
the bed in a corner of the room 

There were thoughts at work within her cf which Liz 
knew nothing. Liz only looked at her wondering as she 
took the sleeping baby in her arms, and began to paoo 
llie floor, walking to and fro with a slow step. 

" Have I said owt to vex yo' ? " said Liz. 

" No, lass," was the answer, " it is na thee as worrits mo. 
I con scarce tell what it is mysen, but it is na thee, nivvei 
fwir." 

But there was a shadow upon her all the rest of the 
night. She did not lay the child down again, but carried 
it in her arms until they went to bed, and even thei*e it 
lay upon her breast. 

"It's queer to me as yo' should be so fond o' that 
choild, Joan," said Liz, standing by the side of the bed. 

Joan raised her head from the pillow and looked down 
at the small face resting upon her bosom, and she touched 
the baby's cheek lightly with her finger, flushing curi- 
ously. 

" It's queer to me too," she answered. " Get thee into 
bed, Liz."- 

Many a battle was fought upon that homely couch when 
Liz was slumbering quietly, and the child's soft regular 
breathing was the only sound to be heard in the dark- 
ened room. Amid the sordid cares and humiliations of 
Foan's rough life, there had arisen new ones. She had 
lecret struggles — secret yearnings, — and added to these, a 
secret terror. When she lay awake thinking, she was list- 
ening for her father's step. There was not a night in 
which she did not long for, and dread to hear it. If he 
staid out all night, she went down to her work under a lf>ad 
of foreboding. She feared to look into the faces of hei 
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work-fellowB, lest they should have some evil story to tell 
8he feared the road over which she had to pass, lest m 
some point, its very dust shoald cry out tc her in a dark 
stain. She knew her father better than the oldest of hif 
companions, and she watched him closeJy. 

" lie's what yo' wenches ud ca' a handsum chap, thttt 
theer," said Lowrie to her, the night of his encounter with 
Derrick. " He's a tall chap an' a strappin' chap an' he's 
getten a good-lookin' mug o' his own, but," clenching his 
fist slowly and speaking, " I've not done wi' him yet — ^I 
has not quite done wi' him. Wait till I ha', an' then see 
what yo'll say about his beauty. Look yo' here, lass," — 
more slowly and heavily still, — "he'll noan be so tall 
then nor yet so straight an' strappin'. I'll smash his good 
lookin' mug if I'm dom'd to hell fur it. Heed tha that % " 

Instead of taking lodgings nearer the town or avoiding 
the Knoll Eoad, as Grace advised him to do when he 
heard of Joan's warning, Derrick provided himself with 
a heavy stick, stuck a pistol into his belt every night when 
he left his oflSce, and walked home as usual, keeping a 
sharp look-out, however. 

" If I avoid the fellow," he said to Grace, " he will 
suspect at once that I feel I have cause to fear him ; and 
if I give him grounds for such a belief as that I might 
as well have given way at first. 

Strange to say he was not molested. The excitement 
seemed to die a natural death in the course of a few daya 
Lowrie came back to his work looking sullen ind hard^ 
but he made no open threats, and he even seemed easiei 
to manage. Certainly Derrick found his companion! 
more respectful and submissive. There was less grum 
Wing among them and more passive obedience. The 
rales were not broken, openly, at least, and he himseli 
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vra^ fiot defied. It was not pleasant to feel that what 
reason and civility could not do, a tussel had accomplished, 
but this really seemed to be the truth of the matter, and 
the result was one which made his responsibilities easier 
t : bear. 

But during his lonely walks homeward on these summei 
nights. Derrick made a curious discovery. On one or 
two occasions he became conscious that he had a compan- 
ion who seemed to act as his escort. It was usually upon 
dark or unpleasant nights that he observed this, and the 
first time he caught sight of the figure which always walked 
on the opposite side of the road, either some distance be- 
fore or behind him, he put his hand to his belt, not perceiv- 
ing for some moments that it was not a man but a woman 
It was a woman's figure, and the knowledge sent the blood 
to his heart with a rush that quickened its beatings. It 
might have been chance, he argued, that took her home 
that night at this particular time ; but when time after 
time, the same thing occurred, he saw that his argument 
had lost its plausibility. It was no accident, there was 
purpose in it ; and though they never spoke to each other 
or in any manner acknowledged each other's presence, and 
though often he fancied that she convinced herself that 
he was not aware of her motive, he knew that Joan's 
desire to protect him had brought her there. 

lie did not speak of this even to Grace. 

One afternoon in making her visit at the cottage, Anire 
left a message for Joan. She had brought a little plant 
put holding a tiny rose-bush in full bloom, and when sho 
went away she left her message with Liz. 

" I never see your friend when T am here," she said^ 
" will you ask her to come and see ine some night when 
ihe is not too tired ? " 
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When Joan came home from her work, the first thin^ 
that caught her eye was a lovely bit of color,- -the little 
rose-bush blooming on the window-sill wtere Anice her 
self had placed it 

She went and stood before it, and when Liz, who had 
lieen temporarily absent, came into the room, she wa« 
standing before it still. 

"/SAe browt it," explained Liz, " she wur here this after 
noon." 

" Aye," she answered, " wur she t " 

" Aye," said Liz. " An', Joan, what do yo' think she 
towd me to tell yo' ? " 

Joan shook her head. 

" Why, she said I were to tell yo' to go and see hei 
gome neet when yo' wur na tired, — ^just th' same as if yo* 
wur a lady. Shanna yo' go ! " 

" I dunnot know," said Joan awakening, " I canna tell. 
Wliat does she want o' me % " 

" She wants to see thee an' talk to thee, that's what," 
-answered Liz, — ^^ just th' same as if tha was a lady, I 
tell thee. That's her way o' doin' things. She is na a 
bit loike the rest o' gentlefolk. WTiy, she'll sit theer on 
that three-legged stool wi' the choild on her knee an' lafl 
an' talk to me an' it, as if she wur nowt but a common 
lass an' noan a lady at aw. She's ta'eu a great fancy to 
thue, Joan. She's alius axin me about thee. If 1 wui 
thee I'd go. Happen she'd gi' thee some o' her owd cloas 
ft3 she's ta'en to thee so." 

*^ I dunnot want no owd cloas," said Joan brusqiely 
•* an' she's noan so djift as to offer em to me." 

"Wei.; I nivver did!" exclaimed Liz. '^ Would na 
tha tak' 'em? Tha nivver means to say, tha would 
na tak' 'em, Joan ? Eh 1 tha art a queer wench ! Why 
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Vd be Bet up for th' rest o' my days, if she'd offer 'em 
to me." 

" Thy ways an' mine is na loike," said Joan. " I want 
no gentlefolks finery. An' I tell you she would na offei 
'em to me." 

"I nivver con mak' thee out," Liz said, in a fret 
^ Tha'rt as grand as if tha wur a lady thysen. Tha'lt 
tak' nowt fro' nobody." 

" Wheer's th' choild ? " asked Joan. 

" She's laid on th' bed," said Liz. " She wur so heavy 
she tired me an' I gave her a rose-bud to play wi' an' left 
her. She has na cried sin'. Eh I but these is a noice 
color," bending her pretty, large-eyed face over the flowersj 
and inhaling their perfume ; ^^ £ w'sh I bad a bit o' ribbon 
loike 'em." 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

JOAN AND THE PIOTUBB. 

NoTWTTHSTAiTDiNO Anice's interference in hiB oehal^ 
Paul did not find his labors become very much lighter. And 
then after all his labor, the prospect before him was not 
promising. Instead of appearing easier to cope with as he 
learned more of it and its inhabitants, Riggan seemed still 
more baffling. His " district " lay in the lower end of the 
town among ugly back streets, and alleys ; among dirt and 
ignorance and obstinacy. He spent his days in laboring 
among people upon whom he sometimes fancied he had 
obtained no hold. It really seemed that they did not want 
him — ^these people; and occasionally a more distressing 
view of the case presented itself to his troubled mind, — 
namely, that to those who might chance to want him he 
had little to offer. 

He had his temporal thorn too. He found it difficult 
to read, hard to fix his mind on his modest sermons ; oc- 
casionally he even accused himself of forgetting his duty. 
This had come since the night when he stood at the dooi 
Mid listened to his friend's warning concerning the Rec- 
tor's daughter. Derrick's words were simple enough in 
themselves, but they had fallen upon the young Curate'e 
ears with startling significance. He had given this sigui 
ficance to thnra himself, — in spite of himself, — and thei} 
a\l at once he had fallen to wondering why it was that bf 
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had never thought of such a pc/ssible denouement before. 
It was 80 very possible, so very probable ; nay, ^vhen he 
came to thmk of it seriously, it was only impossible that 
it should not be. He had often told himself, that some daj 
a lover would come who would be worthy of the woman 
he had not even hoped to win. And who was more 
worthy than Fergus Derrick — who was more like the hero 
to whom such women surrender their hearts and lives. 
If he himself had been such a man, he thought with the 
Bimplicity of aflFection, he would not have felt that there 
was need for fear. And the two had been thrown so much 
together and would be thrown together so frequently in the 
future. He remembered how Fergus had been taken 
into the family circle, and calling to mind a hundred 
trifling incidents, smiled at his own blindness. When tL<5 
next day he received Anice's message, he received it as 
an almost positive confirmation. It was not like her to 
bestow favors from an idle impulse. 

It was not so easy now to meet the girl in his visits to 
the Kectory : it was not easy to listen to Mr. Barholm 
while Anice and Fergus Derrick sat apart and talked. 
Sometimes he wondered if the time could ever come, when 
his friend would be less his friend because he had rivaled 
him. Th« idea of such a possibility only brought him fresh 
pain. His gentle chivalric nature shrank within itself at 
the thought of the bereavement that double loss would be. 
There was little room in his mind for the envies of stronger 
men. Certainly Fergus had no suspicion of the existence 
of his secret pain. He found no alteration in his gentle 
friend. - 

Among the Reverend Paul's private rentures was a 
small night schoo. which he had managed to establish bj 
«](>w degrees. He had picked up a reluctant scho'ar here, 
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and one there,— two or three pit lads, two or three girlij 
and two or three men for whose attendance he had 
worked so hard and waited so long that he was quite 
sni-prised at his success in the end. He scarcely kne>^ 
how he had managed it, but the pupils were there in tlie 
dingy room of the National School, waiting for him oi. 
two nights in the week, upon which nights he gave them 
mstruction on a plan of his own. He had thought the 
matter so little likely to succeed at first, that he had en- 
gaged in it as a private work, and did not even mention it 
until his friends discovered it by chance. 

Said Jud Bates to Miss Barholm, during one of theii 
confidential interviews : 

" Did tha ivver go to a neet skoo ? " 

" No," said Anice. 

Jud fondled Nib's ears patronizingly. 

" I ha', an' I'm goin' again. So is Nib. M^s gotten 
one." 

"Whol" for Jud had signified by a gesture that he 
was not the dog, but some indefinite person in the village. 

"Th' little Parson." 

" Say, Mr. Grace," suggested Anice. " It sounds better." 

"Aye — ^Mester Grace — ^but ivverybody ca's him th' 
little Parson. He's getten a neet skoo i' th' town, an' he 
axed me to go, an' I went. I took Nib an' we lamed oui 
letters ; leastways I lamed mine, an' Nib he listened wi' 
his ears up, an' th' Par — Mester Grace lafiFed. He wui 
na vext at Nib comin'. He said * let him coom, as he wui 
so owd-fashioned. ' " 

So Mr. Grace found himself informed upon, and wae 
rather abashed at being confronted with his enterprise a 
few days after by Miss Barholm. 

"I like it," said Anice. "Joan Lowrie learned tc 
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read and write in a night Bchool. Mr. Derrick toW 
me 80." 

A new idea seemed to have been Bnggested to her. 

"Mr. Grace," she said, "why could not / help jon ! 
Might 1?" 

His delight revealed itself in his face. His first thought 
was a selfish, unclerical one, and sudden consciousness 
sent the color to his forehead as he answered her, thougli 
he spoke quite calmly. 

" There is no reason why you should not — if you choose," 
he said, " unless Mr. Barholm should object. I need not 
tell you how grateful I should be." 

" Papa will not object," she said, quietly. 

The next time the pupils met, she presented herself in 
the school-room. 

Ten minutes after Grace had given her work to her 
she was as much at home with it as if she had been there 
from the first. 

" Hoo's a little un," said one of the boys, " but hoo 
does na seem to be easy feart. Hoo does not look a bit 
tuk back." 

She had never been so near to Paul Grace during their 
friendship as when she walked home with him. A 
stronger respect for him was growing in her, — a new 
reverence for his faithfulness. She had always liked and 
trusted him, but of late she had learned to do more. 
She recognized more fully the purity and singleness of 
h?s life. She accused herself of having underrated him. 

"Please let me help you when I can, Mr. Grace," sl'e 
said ; " I am not blaming anybody — there is no real blame, 
even if I had the right to attach it to any one; but there 
are mistakes now and then, and you must promise me 
that I may use my influence to prevent- them.*' 
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She had stopped at the gate to say this, and she hcM 
out her hand. It was a strange thing that she could be 
20 utterly oblivious of the pain she inflicted. But evea 
Derrick would have taken her hand with less self-control 
He was so fearful of wounding or disturbing her, that ho 
irae continually on his guard in her presence, and espe 
cially when she was thus warm and unguarded herself. 

He had fancied before, sometimes, that she had seen 
his difficulties, and sympathized with him, but he had 
never hoped that she would be thus unreserved. His 
thanks came from Mie depths of his he^*t ; he felt thai 
she had lightened his burden. 

After this, Miss Barholm was rarely ftbsent from hei 
place at the school. The two evenings j.?ways found hei 
at work among her young women, and Jihe made ver) 
steady progress among them. 

By degrees the enterprise was patroni^stHi more freely. 
New pupils dropped in, and were usually so >vell satisfied 
that they did not drop out again. Gr^ce f»;ave all tlie 
credit to Anice, but Anice knew better tliai> to accept it 
She had been his "novelty" she said ; time only would 
prove whether her usefulness was equal to her power of 
attraction. 

She had b3en teaching in the school about three weeks, 
when a servant came to her one night as she sat reading, 
with the information that a young woman wished to see 
her. 

"A fine looking young woman. Miss," added the girl 
'^ I put her into your own room, as you give Oiders." 

The room was a quiet place, away from the sounds cl 
the house, which had gradually come to be regarded as 
Miss Barholm's. It was not a large room but it was • 
pretty one, with wide window* and a good view, and ai 
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A.nioe liked it, her possessions drifted into it until thej 
filled it, — her books, her pictures, — and as she spent a 
good ieal of her time there, it was invariably spoken ti 
as her room, and she had given orders to the servants 
tha^ ' er village visitors should be taken to it when they 
came. 

Carrying her book in her hand, she went upstairs. She 
bad been very much interested in what she was reading, 
and had hardly time i> change the channel of her 
thouglit. But when she opened the door, she was brought 
back to earth at once. 

Against the end wall was suspended a picture of Christ 
in the last agony, and beneath it was written, " It is fin- 
ished." Before it, as Anice opened the door, stood Joan 
Lowrie, with Liz's sleeping child on her bosom. She had 
come upon the picture suddenly, and it had seized on 
«orae deep, reluctant emotion. She had heard some vague 
history of the Man ; but it was different to find herself in 
this silent room, confronting the upturned face, the crown, 
the cross, the anguish and the mystery. She turned 
toward Anice, forgetting all else but her emotion. She 
even looked at her for a few seconds in questioning 
silence, as if waiting for an answer to words she had not 
spoken. 

When she found her voice, it was of the picture she 
gpoke, not of the real object of her visit. 

" T\a knows," she said, " I lunnot, though I've heerd 
>n it afore. What is it as is finished ? I dunnot quite 
ee. What is it?" 

" It means," said Anice " that God's Son has finished 
his work." 

Joan did not speak. 

" I have no words of my rwn, to explain," continued 
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Anicc " I can tell you better in the words c i the moi 
who loved him and saw him die." 

Joan turned to her. 

'^ Saw him dee 1 " she repeated. 

^* There were men who saw him when he died- Ton 
know," said Anice. " The New Testament tells us how 
It is as real as the picture, I think. Did you never read 
it?" 

The girl's face took an expression of distrust and sullen 



'*Th' Bible has na been i' my line," she answered; 
" Pve left that to th' parsons an' di' loike ; but th' pictur' 
tuk my eye. It seemt different." 

" Let us sit down," said Anice, " you will be tired ol 
standing." 

When they sat down, Anice began to talk about the 
child, who was sleeping, lowering her voice for fear of 
disturbing it. Joan regarded the little thing with a look 
of half -subdued pride. 

" I browt it because I knowed it ud be easier wi' me 
than wi' Liz," she said. "It worrits Liz an' it neer 
worrits me. I'm so strong, yo' see, I con carry it, an' 
scarce feel its weight, but it wears Liz out, an' it seems to 
me as it knows it too, fur th' minute she begins to fret it 
frets too." 

There was a certain shamefacedness in her manner, 
when at lapt she began to explain the object of hei 
errand. Anice could not help fancying that she was im 
pelled on her course by some motive whose influence she 
reluctantly submitted to. She had come to speak aboui 
tlie night school. 

" Theer wur a neet skoo here Dnce afore as I went to,'* 
she said ; * I larnt to read theer an' write a bit, but~bul 
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theer's other things I'd loike to know. Tha canst under 
stand/' she added a little abruptly, " I need na tell yo. 
Little Jad Bates said as yo' had a class o' yore own, an' 
it oomn into my moind as I would ax yo' about it. If 1 
go to th' skoo I — I'd loike to be wi' yo'." 

* Toa can come to me," said Anice. " And do you 
know, I think you can help me." This thought had 
occurred to her suddenly. *' I am sure you can help me,'' 
she repeated. 

When Joan at last started to go away, she paused be- 
fore the picture, hesitating for a moment, and then she 
turned to Anice again. 

" Yo' say as th' book maks it seem real as th' pictur," 
she said* 

" It seems so to me," Anice answered. 

" Will yo' lend me th' book ? " she asked abruptly. 

Anice's own Bible lay upon a side-table. She took it 
up and handed it to the girl, saying simply, 

" I will give you this one if you will take it It wai 
mine." 

And Joan carried the book away with her. 
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THB OPEN "EAVT." 

KSffHEB DbbDC 

Th* rools is ben bfoak agen on th* qaiet bi them as bzoak em afore 
naim no naimes an wudnt say nowt bat our loifes is in danger An! 
more than one, i Only az 70* tu Waoh oat. i am BespekfoUy 

A honest man wi a f amly ta f ede 

The engineer found this letter near his plate one mom 
ing on coming down to breakfast. His landlady ex- 
plained that her daughter had picked it up inside the 
garden gate, where it had been thrown upon the gravel- 
walk, evidently from the road. 

Derrick read it twice or three times before putting it in 
his pocket Upon the whole, he was not unprepared for 
the intelligence. He knew enough of human nature — 
such human nature as Lowrie represented — ^to feel sure 
that the calm could not continue. If for the present the 
man did not defy him openly, he would disobey him in 
secret, while biding his time for other means of retalia- 
tion. 

Derrick had been on the lookout for some effort at 
revenge; but so far since the night Joan had met him 
npon the road, Lowrie outwardly had been perfectly quiet 
and submissive. 

After reading the letter, Derrick made up his mind to 
prompt and decisive measures, and set about considering 
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what theBO measures should be. There was only one 
certaiii means of redress and safety, — ^Lowrie nmst be got 
rid of at once. It would not be a difficult matter either. 
There was to be a meeting of the owners that very week; 
and Den-ick had reports to make, and the mere mention 
^f the violation of the rules would be enough. 

^^ Bah I " he said aloud. '^ It is not pleasant ; but it 
must be done." 

The affair had several aspects, rendering it unpleasant , 
but Derrick shut his eyes to them resolutely. It seemed, 
too, that it was not destined that he should have reason to 
remain undecided. That very day he was confronted 
with positive proof that the writer of the anonymoue 
warning was an honest man, with an honest motive. 

During the morning, necessity called him away from 
his men to a side gallery, and entering this gallery, he 
found himself behind a man who stood at one side close 
to the wall, his Davy lamp open, his pipe applied to the 
flame. It was Dan Lowrie, and his stealthy glance over 
his shoulder revealing to him that he was discovered, he 
turned with an oath. 

"Shut that lamp," said Derrick, "and give me your 
false key." 

Lowrie hesitated. 

" Give me that key," Derrick repeated, " cr I T^dll call 
the gang in the next gallery and see what they have to say 
about the matter." 

" Dom yore eyes 1 does tha think as my toime *11 niwei 
oa»m?" 

But he gave up the key. 

" Wlien it comes," he said, " I hope I shall be ready to 
help myself. Now I've got only one thing to do. I gave 
you far warning and asked you to act the man toward 
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your fellows. Ton have played the scoundrel instead^ 
and I have done with you. I shall report you, That'i 
the end of it" 

He went on his way, and left the man uttering cursef 
under his breath. If there had not been workers near at 
hand, Derrick might not have gotten away so easilj 
Among the men in the next gallery there were some whc 
were no friends to Lowrie, and who would have given 
him rough handling if they had caught him just at that 
moment, and the fellow knew it. 

Toward the end of the week, the owners came, and 
Derrick made his report. The result was just what he 
had known it would be. Explosions had been caused 
before by transgressions of the rules, and explosions were 
expensive and disastrous affairs. Lowrie received his dis- 
charge, and his fellow-workmen a severe waraing, to the 
secret consternation of some among them. 

That the engineer of the new mines was a zealous and 
really amiable young man, if rather prone to innovations, 
became evident to his employers. But his innovations 
were not encouraged. So, notwithstanding his argu- 
ments, the blast-furnaces held their own, and "for the 
present," as the easy-natured manager put it, other 
matters, even more important, were set aside. 

" There is much to be done. Derrick," he said ; " really 
so much that requires time and money, that we must wait 
a little. ^Kome, etc.'" 

"Ah, Eomel" returned Derrick. "I am sometimea 
of the opinion that Home had better never been built at 
aU, You will not discharge your imperfect apparatus foi 
the same reason that you will discharge a collier, — which 
is hardly fair to the collier. Your blast-furnaces expc«e 
the miners to as great danger as Lowrie's pipe. Thf 
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presence of eitlier may bring about an explosion ^^r^en it 
is least expected." 

"Well, well," was the good-natured response; "we 
have not exploded yet; and we have done away witfc 
r/)wrie's pipe." 

Derrick carried the history of his ill success to Anice, 
lomewhat dejectedly. 

" All this is discouraging to a man," said Derrick, and 
then he added meditatively, "As to the rest, I wonder 
what Joan Lowrie will think of it." 

A faint sense of discomfort fell upon Anice — not 
exactly easy to understand. The color fluttered to her 
cheek and her smile died away. But she did not speak, 
—merely waited to hear what Derrick had to say. 

He had nothing more to say about Joan Lowrie : — 
when he recovered himself, as he did almost immediately, 
he went back to the discussion of his pet plans, and was 
very eloquent on the subject. 

Groiug home one evening. Derrick found himself at a 
turn of the road only a few paces behind Joan. He had 
thought much of her of late, and wondered whether she 
was able to take an utterly unselfish view of his action. 
She had a basket upon her arm and looked tired. He 
strode up to her side and spoke to her without ceremony. 

"Let me carry that," he said. "It is too heavy for 
you." 

The sun was setting redly, so perhaps it was the sun- 
Bet that flung its color upon her face as she turned to look 
\i him. 

"Thank yo'," she answered, '*I'm used to carry in' 
•uch-loike loads." 

But he^look her burden from her, and even if she had 
irifihed to be left to herself she had no redress, and accord 
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inglj submitted. InflueDces long at work upon her had 
rendered her less defiant than she had been in the past 
There was an element of quiet in her expression, such aa 
Derrick had not seen when her beauty first cauglit his 
attention. 

They walked together silently for a while. 

" I should like to hear you say that you do not blame 
me," said Derrick, at last, abruptly. 

She knew what he meant, it was evident. 

"I conna blame yo' fur doin' what were reet," she 
answered. 

" Right,— you thought it right ? " 

" Why should na I i Yo' couldna ha' done no other.'' 

" Thank you for saying that," he returned. " I ha\f 
thought once or twice that you might have blamed me." 

" I did na know," was her answer. " I did na know 
as I had done owt to mak' yo' think so ill of me." 

He did not find further comment easy. He felt, as he 
had felt before, that Joan had placed him at a disad- 
vantage. He so often made irritating mistakes in hie 
efforts to read her, and in the end he seldom found thai 
he had made any advance. Anice Barholm, with hei 
problems and her moods, was far less difficult to compic 
hend than Joan Lowrie. 

Liz was at the cottage door when they pai-ted, and Liz'g 
eyes had curiosity and wonder in them when she met her 
friend. 

" Joan,-' she said, peering over the door-sill at Derrick"? 
retreating figure, "is na that one o' th' mesters? Is na \\ 
the Lunnon engineer, Joan ? " 

" Yes," Joan answered briefly. 

The pretty, silly creature's ejes grew larger, with t 
fhade of awe. 
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" Is na it th' one as yore f ejther's so bitter agen ! ^ 



" An' is na he a gentleman ? He dunnot look loike i 
workin' mon. His cloas dunnot fit him loike common 
foakes. He mun be a gentleman." 

" Pve heerd foak ca' him one ; an' if his cloas fit him 
reet, he mun be one, I suppose." 

Liz looked after him again. 

" Aye," she sighed, " he's a gentleman sure enow. I've 

seed gentlemen enow to know th' look on 'em. Did " 

hesitating fearfully, but letting her curiosity get the bet- 
ter of her discretion nevertheless, — '^ did he court thee, 
Joan?" 

The next moment she was frightened into wishing she 
had not asked the question. Joan turned round and faced 
her suddenly, pale and wrathful. 

" Nay, he did na," she said. " I am ua a lady, an' he ii 
irhat tha ea's him — a gentlemai ." 
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ItiE first time that Joan appeared at the uight echixil 
the men and girls looked up from their tasks to stare at 
her, and whisper among themselves ; but she was, to all 
appearances, oblivious of their scrutiny, and the flurry of 
cuiiosity and excitement soon died out. After the first 
visit her place was never vacant On the nights ap 
pointed for the classes to meet, she came, did the worl< 
allotted to her, and went her way again, pretty mucl^ as 
she did at the mines. When in due time Anice began td 
work out her plan of co-operation with her, she was nol 
disappointed in the fulfillment of her hopes. Gradually 
it became a natural thing for a slow and timid girl to 
turn to Joan Lowrie for help. 

As for Joan's own progress, it was not long before Mies 
Barholm began to regard the girl with a new wonder 
She was absolutely amazed to find out how much she was 
learning, and how much she had learned, working on 
iilently and by herself. She applied herself to her tasks 
with a determination which seemed at times almost fever 
[8h. 

*'l mun learn," she said to Anice once. "I toill,^^ and 
she closed her hand with a sudden nervous strength. 

Then again there were times when her courage seemed 
tc fail her, though she never slackened her efl'orts. 
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^Dost tha tliink/' she said, ^^ dost tha think as I could 
ivver learn as much as tha knows thysen? Does tha 
think a workin' lass ivver did learn as much as a lady ! " 

" I think," said Anice, " that you can do anything you 
(ry to do." 

By very slow degrees she had arrived at a discovery 
which a less close observer might have missed altogether, 
or at least only arrived at much later in the day of ex- 
perience. Anice's thoughts were moved in this direction 
the night that Derrick slipped into that half soliloquy 
about Joan. She might well be startled. This man 
and woman could scarcely have been placed at a greater 
distance from each other, and yet those half dozen 
words of Fergus Derrick's had suggested to his hearei 
that each, through some undefined attraction, was veer- 
ing toward the other. Neither might be aware of this ; 
but it was surely true. Little as social creeds influenced 
Anice, she could not close her eyes to the incongruous 
— ^the unpleasant features of this strange situation. And, 
besides, there was a more intimate and personal con- 
sideration. Her own feeling toward Fergus Derrick was 
friendship at first, and then she had suddenly awakened 
and found it something more. That had startled her, too, 
but it had not alarmed her till her eyes were opened by 
that accidental speech of Derrick's. After that, she saw 
what both Derrick and Joan were themselves blind to. 

Setting her own pain aside, she stood apart, and pitied 
both. As for herself, she was glad that she had made the 
discovery before it was too late. She knew that there 
might have been a time when it would have been too late. 
As it was, she drew back, — ^with a pang, to be sure ; bul 
•till she could draw back. 

'* I have made a mistake," she said to herself in secrel 5 
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but it did not occur to her to visit the confleqnenjeB of the 
mistake upon any other than herself. 

The bond of sympathy between herself and Joan Lowiie 
cnly seemed to increase in strength. Meeting oftener. 
they were knit more closely, and drawn into deeper faith 
wad friendship. With Joan, emotion was invariably an 
andercnrrent. She had trained herself to a stabbom stoi- 
cism so long, and with snch determination, that the habit 
of complete self-control had become a second natare, 
and led her to hold the world aloof. It i^as with 
something of secret wonder that she awoke to the con- 
sciousness of the fact that she was not holding Anice Bar- 
holm aloof, and that there was no necessity for doing so. 
She even found that she was being attracted toward her, 
and was submitting to her influence as to a spell. She 
did not understand at first, and wondered if it would last ; 
but the nearer she was drawn to the girl, the less doubting 
and reluctant she became. There was no occasion for 
doubt, and her proud suspiciousness melted like a cloud 
in the spring sunshine. Having armed herself against 
patronage and curiosity, she encountered earnest friend 
ship and good faith. She was not patronized, she was 
not asked questions, she was left to reveal as much of 
herself as she chose, and allowed to retain her own secrets 
as if they were her own property. So she went and camo 
to and from the Rectory ; and from spending a few min 
ules m Anice's room, at last fell into the habit of ^pend 
ing hours there. In this little room the books, and 
pictures, and othei refinements appealed to senses un- 
moved before. She drew in some fresh experience with 
almost every breath. 

One evening, after a specially discouraging day, it 
occurred to Grace that he would go aiid see Joan ; f%i\i 
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dropping in npon her on his way back to town, aftei 
a visit to a parishioner who lived upon the high-road, he 
found the girl sitting alone — sitting as she often did, with 
the cliild asleep upon her knee ; but this time with a book 
lying close to its hand and her own. It was Anice'fi 
lUble. 

" Will yo' set down ? " she said in a voice whose sound 
vi^ae new to him. " Theer^s a chair as yo' con tak'. I con- 
na move fur fear o' wakenin' th' choild. I'm fain to see 
yo' to-neet." 

lie took the chair and thanked her, and waited for her 
next words. Only a few moments she was silent, and 
then she looked up at him. 

" I ha' been readin' th' Bible," she said, as if in des- 
peration. " I dunnot know why, unless happen some un 
stronger nor me set me at it. Happen it coom out o' set- 
tin here wi' th' choild. An'— well, queer enow, I coom 
reet on summat about childer, — that little un as he tuk 
and set i' th' midst o' them, an' then that theer when he 
said * Suffer th' little childer to coom unto me.' Do yo' 
say aw that's true ? I nivver thowt on it afore, — but 
somehow I should na loike to think it wur na. Nay, I 
should na 1 " Then, after a moment's pause — ^^ I nivver 
troubled mysen wi' readin' th' Bible afore," she went on, 
" I ha' na lived wi' th' Bible soart ; but now — well thai 
thuer has stirred me up. If he said that — if he said it 
hissen — Ah ! mester," — ^and the words breaking from her 
were an actual cry, — " Aye, mester, look at th' little un 
here! I munnot go wrong — ^I munnot, if he said it 
Uissen ! " 

He felt his heart beat quick, and his pulses throb. Here 
was the birth of a soul ; here in his hands perhaps lay the 
fescue of two immortal beins^. God help him! he ^rieil 
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inwardly. God help him to deal rightly with this woman. 
He found words to utter, and uttered them with courage 
and with faith. What words it matters not, — but he did 
not fail. Joan listened wondering, and in a passion ol 
fear and belief. 

She clasped her arms about the child almost as if seek- 
ing help from it, and wept. 

" 1 mnnnot go wrong," she said over and over again. 
" How could I hold th' little un back, if he said hissen as 
she iiiiiiL coom ? If it's true as he said that, I'll believe aw 
th' rest an' listen to yo'. ^ Forbid them not — '. Nay, bof 
I wnnnot — I ooxdd na ha' th' heart" 
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^ OWD SAHICT " IN TB0I7BLB. 

*< OsADDOGE is in serions trouble," said Mr. BarLolm k 
hiB wife and daughter. 

" * Owd Sammy ' in trouble," said Anice. " How if 
that, papa i " 

The Eeverend Harold looked at once concerned and 
annoyed. In truth he had cause for irritation. The lau- 
rels he had intended to win through Sammy Craddocli 
were farther from being won to-day than they had evei 
been. He was beginning to feel a dim, scarcely developed, 
but sore conviction, that they were not laurels for his par 
ticular wearing. 

"It is that bank failure at Ulsbery," he answered. 
" You have heard of it, I dare say. There has been a 
complete crash, and Crad dock's small savings being de 
posited there, he has lost everything he depended upon to 
support him in his old age. It is a hard business." 

^'Have you been to see Craddock?" Mrs. Barholm 
asked. 

" Oh 1 yes," was the answer, and the irritation became 
even more apparent than before. " I went as soon as 1 
heard it, last night indeed ; but it was of no use. I had 
better have stayed away. I don't seem to make much 
progress with Craddock, somehow or other. He is Bu:h i 
cross-grained, contradictory old fellow, I hardly kncm 
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what to make of him. And to add to his difScnlties, hu 
wife is so prostrated by the blow thf.t she is cocfined to 
ber bed. I talked to them and advised them to have 
patience, and look for comfort to the Fountain-head; 
hut Oraddock almost seemed to take it ill, and was even 
more disrespectful in manner than usual." 

It was indeed a heavy blow that had fallen upon " Owd 
Sammy." For a man to lose his all at his time of life would 
have been hard enough anywhere ; but it was trebly hard 
to meet with such a trial in JRiggan. To have money, how- 
ever small the sum, " laid by i' th' bank," was in Eiggan 
to be illustrious. The man who had an income of ten shil- 
lings a week was a member of society whose opinion bore 
weight ; the man with twenty was regarded with private 
awe and public respect. He was deferred to as a man of 
property ; his presence was considered to confer something 
like honor upon an assembly, or at least to make it re- 
spectable. The Government was supposed to be not 
entirely oblivious of his existence, and his remarks upon 
the affairs of the nation, and the conduct of the Prime 
Minister and Cabinet, were regarded as having something 
more than local interest Sammy Craddock had been the 
man with twenty shillings income. He had worked hard in 
his youth and had been too shrewd and far-sighted to spend 
hard. His wife had helped him, and a lucky windfall 
upon the decease of a parsimonious relative had done the 
rest. The weekly deposit in the old stocking hiddcL 
Quder the mattress had become a bank deposit, and by the 
time he was incapacitated from active labor, i decent little 
income was ready. When the Hlsbery Bank stopped pay 
ment, not only his daily bread but his dearly valued im 
portance was swept away from him at one fell blow 
Instead of being a mar of propeity, with a voice in the 
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affairs of the nation, he was a beggar. lie Baw himeelf 
Bet aside among the frequenters of the Crown, hio politi- 
cal opinions ignored, his sarcasms shorn of their point. 
Knowing frjB poverty and misfortune, the men who h^d 
3tood in awe of him would begin to suspect him of need 
Ing their assistance and would avoid hira accordingly. 

" It's human natur*," he said. " No one loikes a do^^ 
wi' th' mange, whether th' dog's to blame or no. Th' doj; 
may ha' getten it honest. 'Tis na th' dog, it's the mange 
as foakes want to get rid on." 

^ Providence ? " said he to the Rector, when that portly 
consoler called on him. " It's Providence, is it ? Well, 
aw I say is, that if that's th' ways o' Providence, th' lese 
notice Providence takes o' us, th' better." 

His remarks upon his first appearance at The Crown 
among his associates, after the occurrence of the misfor- 
tune, were even more caustic and irreverent. He was an 
irreverent old sinner at his best, and now Sammy was at 
his worst. Seeing his crabbed, wrinkled old face drawn 
into an expression signifying defiance at once of his ill 
luck and worldly comment, his acquaintances shook their 
heads discreetly. Their reverence for him as a man of 
property could not easily die out. The next thing to being 
a man of property, was to have possessed worldly goods 
which had been " made away wi'," it scarcely mattered 
how. Indeed even to have "made away wi' a uiort <>' 
money " one's self, was to be regarded a man of parts atid 
of 110 inconsiderable spirit. 

^ Yo're in a mort o' trouble, Sammy, I mak' no doubt,' 
remarked one oracle, puffing at his long clay. 

" Trouble enow," returned Sammy, shortly, " if you ca' 
it trouble to be on th' road to th' poor-house." 

" Aj^e, indeed I " witli a sig^h. " T should think f d. HuI 
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trouble's tli' lot o' mon. Riches is deceitful an^ beauty ii 
vain — not as tha wur iwer much o' a beauty, Sammy ; 1 
canua mean that." 

"Dunnot hurt thysen explainin', I nivver set up fui 
one. I left that to thee. Thy mug wus alius thy fortune,'* 

" Tha'it fretted now, Sammy," he said. « Tha'rt fret 
ted, an' it maks thee shai-p-tongued." 

"Loike as not," answered Sammy. "Frettin' works 
difEerent wi' some foak to what it does wi' others. 1 
nivver seed thee fretted, mysen. Does it ha' th' same 
effect on thee ? If it happens to, I should think it would 
na harm thee,-- or other foak either. A bit o' sharpnese 
IS na so hard to stand wheer it's a variety." 

" Sithee, Sammy," called out a boisterous young f dloiii 
from the other side of the room. " What did th' j arson 
ha' to say to thee ? Thwaite wur tellin' me . as he c irried 
th' prayer-book to thee, as soon as he heerd th' news 
Did he read thee th' Christenin' service, or th' Bui ial, tc 
gi' thee a bit o' comfort ? " 

" Happen he gi' him both, and throwed in th' Lit any,'- 
shouted another. "How wur it, Sammy ? Let's he^r." 

Sammy's face began to relax. A few of the knots and 
wrinkles showed signs of dispersing. A slow twisting of 
the features took place, which might have been looked 
upon as promising a smile in due course of time. These 
young fellows wanted to hear him talk, and " tak' off th' 
parson." His occupation was not entirely gone, after all 
It was specially soothing to his vanity to feel that hif 
greatest importance lay in his own powers, and not aho 
gether in more corruptible and uncertain attractions. He 
condescended to help himself to a pipe-full of a friend'i 
tobacco. 

'■ TiCt's liear," cried a third member of the company 
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^ QV OB th' tale owt an' owt, owd lad. ThaVt th' one tc 
do it graidely." 

Sammy applied a lucifer to the fragrant weed, and 
sucked at his pipe deliberately. 

" It's noan so much of a tale," he said, with an air of 
clisjaragement and indifference. "Yo' chaps mak' so 
much out o' nowt. Th' parson's well enow i' his way, 
but," in naive self-satisfaction, " I mun say he's a f oo', 
an th' biggest foo' far his size I ivver had th' pleasure o' 
seein'." 

They knew the right chord was touched. A laugh 
went round,^ but there was no other interruption and 
Sammy proceeded. 

" Whatten yo' lads . think as th' first thing he says to 
me wur ? " puffing vigorously. " Why, he cooms in an' 
sets hissen down, an' he swells hissen out loike a frog i' 
trouble, an' ses he, ' My friend, I hope you cling to th' 
rock o' ages.' An' ses I, 'No I dunnot nowt o' th' soart, 
an' be dom'd to yo'.' It wur na hospi^ible," with a 
momentary touch of deprecation, — " An' I dunnot say ae 
it wur hospitible, but I wur na i' th' mood to be hospiti- 
ble just at th' toime. It tuk him back too, but he gettin 
round after a bit, an' he tacklet me agen, an' we had it 
back'ard and f or'ard betwixt us for a good haaf hour. He 
said it wur Providence, an' I said, happen it wur, an* 
happen it wum't. I wur na so friendly and familiar wi' 
th' Lord as he seemed to be, so I could na tell f oak aw he 
meant, and aw he did na mean. Sithee here, lads," mak- 
ing a fist of his knotty old hand and laying it upon the 
table, " that theer's what stirs me up wi' th' parson kind. 
They're alius settin down to explain what th' Lord-am .)igty'fl 
up to as, if he wur a confidential friend o' theirs as tbej 
wur bound to back up i' some road; an' they mun drag 
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him in endways or sidewayB i* their talk whether or not 
an' they Avnnnot be content to leave him to work fui 
hiBsen. Seems to me if 1 wur a disciple as they ca' it 
1 shoul 1 be ashamed i' a manner to be alius apologizin^ 
fur him as I believed in. I dunnot say for 'em to say 
now% but 1 do say for 'em not to be so dom'd free an 
easy about it. Now theer's th' owd parson, he's getten a 
lot <)' Bible words as he uses, an' he brings 'em in by the 
Bcrrjft o' th' neck, if he canna do no better, — fur bring 'era 
in he mun, — an' it looks loike he's aw i' a fever till he'a 
said 'ejQ an' getten 'em off his moind. An' it seems to 
me loike, when he has said 'em, he soart o' straightens 
hissen out, an' feels comfortable, loike a mon as has done 
a masterly job as conna be mended. As fur me, yo' know, 
I'm noan the Methody soart mysen, but I am na a foo', 
an' I know a foine loike principle when I see it, an' this 
matter o' religion is a foine enow thing if yo' could get 
it straightfor'ard an plain wi'out so much trimmins. 

But " feeling perhaps that this was a large admission, 

" I am noan o' th' Methody breed mysen." 

" An' 60 tha tellt parson, I'll warrant," suggested one 
of his listeners, who wa» desirous of hearing further pai-- 
ticulars of the combat. 

" Well, well," admitted Oraddock with the self-satisfac- 
tion of a man who feels that he has acquitted himself 
creditably. "Happen I did. He wur fur havin' me 
thank th' A'moighty fur aw ut had happent me, but 1 
towd him as I did na quoite see th' road clear. I dunnot 
thank a chap as gi'es me a crack at th' soide o' th' yed 
I may stand it if so be as I conna gf him a crack back, 
but I dunnot know as I should thank him fur th' favor, 
an' not bein' one o' th' regenerate, as he ca's 'em, I diiimol 
feel loike sinffin' hymns just yet ; hap/pen it^s 'cause I'l© 
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on regenerate J or happen it's human natur'. I ahculd na 
wonder if it's * pull devil, pull baker,' wi' th' best o' foak, 
— ^foak as is na prize foo's, loike th' owd parson. Ses I to 
him, ^ Not bein' regenerate, I dunnot believe i' so much 
grace afore meat. I say, lets ha' th' meat first, an' th' 
grace arterward.' " 

These remarks upon matters theological were applauded 
enthusiastically by Oraddock's audience. " Owd Sammy," 
had finished his say, however, and believing that having 
temporarily exhausted his views upon any subject, it was 
well to let the field lie fallow, he did not begin again. He 
turned his attention from his audience to his pipe, and 
the intimate friends who sat near him. 

" What art tha goin' to do, owd lad ?" asked one. 

" Try fur a seat i' Parlyment," was the answer, " or 
pack my bits o' duds i' a wheelbarrow, an' set th' owd lass 
on 'em an' tak' th' nighest road to th' Union. I mun do 
Bummat fur a bein'." 

" That's true enow. We're main sorry fur thee, Sammy 
Tak' another mug o' sixpenny to keep up thy sperrete. 
Theer's nowt as cheers a mon loike a sup o' th' reet soart.*' 

" 1 shanna get much on it if I go to th' poor-house,'' 
remarked Sammy, filling his beer mug. "Skilly an' 
water-gruel dunnot fly to a mon's head, I'll warrant. Aye I 
I wonder how th' owd lass'U do wi'out her drop o' tea, 
9n' how she'll stand bein' buried by th' parish? That'll 
be worse than owt else. She'd set her moind on ridin' to 
th' grave-yard i' th' shiniest hearse as could be getten, an' 
wi' aw th' black feathers i' th' undertaker's shop wavin' 
on til' roof. Th' owd wench wur quoite set i' her notion 
o' boin' a bit fashynable at th' last. I believe hoo'd ha' 
enjoyed th' ride in a quiet way. Eh, dearl I'm feart 
ihe'U nivver be able to stand th' thowt o' bein' put undw 
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V a common style. I wish we'd kept a bit o' braaa i' th 
owd Btockin." 

"It*B a bad enow lookout," granted another, "but 1 
would na gi' up aw at onct, Sammy. Happen tha oould 
find a bit o' leet work, as ud keep thee owt o' th' Union 
If tha could get a word or two spoke to Mester Hoviland, 
now. He's jest lost his lodge-keeper an' he is na close 
about payin' a mon fur what he does. How would tha 
loike to keep the lodge t " 

" It ud be aw I'd ax," said Sammy. " I'd be main 
well satisfied, yo' mebbe sure ; but yo' know theer's so 
mony lookin' out for a job o' that koind, an' 1 ha' na 
mony friends among th' quality. I niwer wur smooth- 
tongued enow." 

True enough that. Among the country gentry, Sammy 
Oraddock was regarded as a disrespectful, if not a danger- 
ous, old fellow. A man who made satirical observations 
upon the ways and manners of his social superiors, could 
not be much better than a heretic. And since his associ- 
ates made au oracle of him, he was all the more danger- 
ous. He revered neither Lords nor Commons, and was 
not to be awed by the most imposing institutions. He did 
not take his hat oflF when the gentry rode by, and it was 
well known that he had jeered at several of the most 
important individuals in county office. Consequently, 
discreet persons who did not believe in the morals oi 
" the masses " shook their heads at him, figuratively speak 
ing, and predicted that the end of his career would If 
unfortunate. So it was not very likely that he woal.' 
receive much patronage in the hour of his downfall. 

Sammy Craddock was in an uncomfortable frame ( i 
mind when he left his companions and turned homewvd 
[t was a bad iookoat for himself, and a bad one for " tb 
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owd lass." His sympathy for the good woman was not oi 
a sentimental order, but it was sympathy nevertheless. He 
had been a good husband, if not an effusive one. " Th' owd 
lass " had known her only rival in The Crown and his boon 
f.*.Dmpanions ; and upon the whole, neither had interfered 
with her comfort, though it was her habit and her ple&8- 
ure to be loud in her condemnation and disparagement of 
both. She would not have felt her connubial life com- 
plete without a grievance, and Sammy's tendency to talk 
politics over his pipe and beer was her standard resource. 

When he went out, he had left her lying down in the 
depths of despair, but when he entered the house, he 
found her up and dressed, seated by the window in the 
sun, a bunch of bright flowers before her. 

" Well now 1 " he exclaimed. " Tha nivver says I What's 
takken thee % I thowt tha wur bedrid fur th' rest o' thy 
days.*' 

" Howd thy tongue," she answered with a proper touch 
of wifely irritation at his levity. " I've had a bit o' com- 
pany an' it's chirked me up summat. That little lass o 
th* owd parson has been settin wi' me." 

"That's it, is it?" 

" Aye, an' I tell yo' Sammy, she's a noice little wench. 
Why, she's getten th' ways o' a woman, stead o' a lase,— 
she's that theer quoiet an' steady, an' she's getten a faoe 
ap pretty as her ways, too." 

Sammy scratched his head and reflected. 

" I mak' no doubt on it," he answered. " I mak' no 
doubt on it. It wur her, tha knows, as settlet th' foight 
betwixt th' lads an' th' dog. I'm wonderin' why she has 
na been here afore." 

" Well now 1 ' !»king up a stitch in her knittings 
** that's th' queer part o' it. Whatten yo' think th' littk 
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thing said, when I axt her why f She says, * It did lu 
seem loike I was needed exactly, an' I did na know as 
yo'd care to ha' a stranger coora wi'out bein' axt.' Just ai 
if she had been nowt but a neebor's lass, and would na tak 
th' liberty." 

" That's noan th' owd parson's way," said Sammy. 

''Th' owd parson 1 " t >stily ; " I ha' no patience wi 
kim. Th' little lass is aa dificrcnt frr' him as chalk is fro' 
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Thh morning following, Anice's father being (iailb^i 
ft way by business left Riggan for a f^w days' absenco, 
and it was not until after he had gone, that the stoiy ol 
Mr. Havilaud's lodge-keeper came to her ears. Mr. 
Uaviland was a Member of Parliament, a rich man with a 
large estate, and his lodge-keeper had just left him to join 
a fortunate son in America. Miss Barholm heard this 
from one of her village ir tends when she was out witli the 
phaeton and the gray pony, and she at once thought of Sam- 
my Oraddock. The place was the very thing for him. The 
duties were light, the lodge was a pretty and comfortable 
cottage, and Mr. Haviland was known to be a generous 
master. If Sammy could gain the situation, he was pro- 
vided for. But of course there were other applicants, 
and who was to speak for him? She touched up the 
gray pony with her whip, and drove away from the 
woman who had told her the news, in a perplexed f mme 
of mind. She herself knew Mr. Haviland only by sights 
bis estate was three miles from the village, her father was 
ftway, and there was really no time to be lost. She drove 
io the corner of the road and paused there for a moment. 

" Oh indeed, I must go myself," she said at last. " It ie 
anconventional, but there is no other way." And slic 
beut over and touched the pony again and turned the oot 
aer without any further delay . 
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She drove her three miles at a pretty steady trot, and 
at the end of the third, — ^at the very gates of the Havilaiid 
Park, in fact, — fortune came to her rescue. A good 
humored middle-aged gentleman on a brown horse cami 
cantering down the avenue and, passing through the gatf:€ 
approaclied her. Seeing her, he raised his hat court e 
ottsly ; seeing him, she stopped her pony, for she recog 
nized Mr. Haviland. 

She bent forward a little eagerly, feeling the color rise 
to her face. 

It was somewhat trying to find herself obliged by con 
science to stop a gentleman on the highway and ask a 
favor of him. 

" Mr. Haviland," she said. " If you have a moment to 
spare " 

He drew rein by her phaeton, removing his hat again. 
He had heard a great deal of Miss Barholm from hie- 
acquaintance among the county families. He had heard 
her spoken of as a rather singular young lady who had the 
appearance of a child, and the views of a feminine recon»^ 
structor of society. He had heard of her little phaeton 
too, and her gray pony, and so, though he had never seen 
her before, he recognized her at once. 

" Miss Barholm ? " he said with deference. 

" Yes," answered Anice. " And indeed I am glad to 
have been fortunate enough to meet you here. Papa is away 
from home, and I could not wait for his return, because 1 
was afraid I should be too late. I, wanted to speak to yov. 
%bout the lodge-keepei^'s place, Mr. Haviland." 

He had been rather of the opinion that Miss Barholii 
must be a terrible young woman, with a tendency to mode 
cottages and night schools. 

Young ladies who go out of the ordinary groove an 
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not apt to be attractive to the average EngliBh mind 
There are conventional charities in which they may 
indulge, — ^there are Sunday-schools, and rheumatic old 
women, and flannel night-caps, and Dorcas societies, and 
Buch things to which people are used and which are likely 
to alarm nobody. Among a class of discreet persons thes« 
are held to afford sufficient charitable exercise for any 
well regulated young woman ; »and girls whose plana 
branch out in other directions are looked upon with some 
coldness. So the country gentry, hearing of Miss Barholm 
and her novel fancies, — ^her teaching in a night school 
with a young curate, her friendship for the daughter 
of a dissipated collier, her intimate acquaintance with 
ragged boys and fighting terriers, her interest in the 
unhappy mothers of nameless babies, — Shearing of these 
things, I say, the excellent nonenthusiasts shook their heads 
as the very mildest possible expression of dissent. They 
suspected strong-mindedness and "reform" — perhaps even 
politics and a tendency to advance irregular notions con- 
cerning the ballot. " At any rate," said they, " it does 
not look well, and it is very much better for young per- 
sons to leave these matters alone and do as others do who 
are guided wholly by their elders." 

It was an agreeable surprise to Mr. Haviland to see 
sitting in her modest phaeton, a quiet girl who looked up . 
at him with a pair of the largest and clearest eyes he 
had ever seen, while she told him about Sammy Craddock. 

" I want the place very much for him, you see," she 
ended. " But of course I do not wish to be unfair to any 
one who may want it, and doserve it more. If there is any 
one who really is in greater need of it, I suppose I must 
give it up." 

" But I am glad to tell you, there is nobody," answ«>n)d 
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Mr. Haviland quite eagerly. ^ I can assure you, Miss Bai 
aulm, that the half dozen men who have applied to me are 
without a solitary exception, unmitigated scamps — ^greal 
strong burly fellows, who would, ten to one, spend theii 
days in the public house, and their nights in my presorvee, 
and leave their wives and children to attend to my gates 
This Craddock is evidently the very man for me ; I am not 
a model land-owner, but I like to combine charity with 
subservience to my own interest occasionally. I have 
heard of the old fellow. Something of a demagogue, 
isn't he? But that will not frighten me. I will allow 
him to get the better of me in political discussion, if h€ 
will leave my pheasants alone." 

" I will answer for the pheasants," said Anice, " if you 
will let me send him to you." 

" I will see him to-morrow morning with pleasure," said 
Mr. Haviland. " And if there is anything else I can do. 
Miss Barholm " 

" Thank you, there is nothing else at present. Indeed, 
you do not know how grateful I feel." 

Before an hour had passed, Sammy Craddock heard the 
good news. Anice drove back to his house and told him, 
without delay. 

" If you will go to-morrow morning, Mr. Haviland will 
Bee you," she ended; "and I think you will be good 
friends, Mr. Craddock." 

" Owd Sammy " pushed his spectacles up on his forehead, 
and looked at her. 

" An' tha went at th' business o' thy own accord an' 
managt it i' haaf an hour 1 " he said. " Well, I'm dom'd,— 
axin your pardin fur takkin th' liberty; it's a habit I'vcj 
gotten— but I be, an' no mistake." 

He had not tme to get over his grateful anuusemenl 
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and recover his natural balance before she had said all she 
had come to say, and was gone, leaving him with '^ th' owd 
lass " and hid admiration. 

"Well,*' said Sammy, "I mun say I nivver seed nowt 
loike it i' my loife. To think o' th' little wench ha'in' eo 
mich gumption, an' to think o' her takkin th' matter i' hoi: J 
th* minnit she struck it 1 Why 1 hoo's getten as mich sense 
as a mon. Eh I but hoo's a rare un — 1 said it when I seed 
her amongst th' lads theer, an' I say it again. An' hoo is na 
mich bigger nor six penn'orth o' copper neyther. An' 1 
warrant hoo niwer thowt o' fiUin her pocket wi' tracks by 
way o' comfort Well, tha'st noan ha' to dee i' th' Union 
after aw, owd lass, an' happen we con save a bit to gi'thee 
a graidely funeral if tha'lt mak' up thy moind to stay t(* 
th' top a bit loi^i 
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A 0ONFE88ION OF FAITH. 



The Sunday foDowing the curate's visit to Lowrie'i^ cot 
tftge, just before the opening of the morning servioo al 
St Michael's, Joan Lowrie entered, and walking up the 
side aisle, took her place among the free seats. The 
church members turned to look at her as she passed 
their pews. On her part, she seemed to see nobody and 
to hear nothing of the rustlings of the genteel garments 
stirred by the momentary excitement caused by her ap- 
pearance.* 

The curate, taking his stand in the pulpit that morning, 
saw after the first moment only two faces among his con- 
gregation. One, from among the old men and women in 
the free seats, looked up at him with questioning in its 
deep eyes, as if its owner had brought to him a solemn 
problem to be solved this very hour, or forever left at 
rest; the other, turned toward him from the Barholm 
pew, alight with appeal and trust. He stood in sore need 
^)f the aid for which he asked in his silent opening prayer 

Some of his fiock who were somewhat prone to under- 
rate the young parson's talents, were moved to a novel com- 
prehension of them this morning. The more appreciative 
wont home saying among themselves that the young man 
bad i)Ower after all, and for once at least he had preached 
with uncommon fire and paJihos. His text was a brief 
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one,— bnt three words, — ^the three words Joan had read 
beneath the picture of the dead Christ : " It is finished I '' 

If it was chance that led him to them to-day, it was a 
strange and fortunate chance, and surely he had never 
preached as he preached then. . 

After the service, Anice looked for Joan in vain ; she 
had gone before the rest of the congregation. 

But in the evening, being out in the garden near the 
holly hedge, she heard her name spoken, and glancing 
over the leafy barrier, saw Joan standing on the side path, 
just as she had seen her the first time they had spoken to 
each other. 

" I ha' na a minnit to stay,'' she said without any pre 
lude, " but I ha' summat to say to yo'." 

Her manner was quiet, and her face worei^ a softened 
pallor. Even her physical power for a time appeared 
subdued. And yet she looked steady and resolved. 

"I wur at church this mornin','' she began again 
almost immediately. 

" I saw you," Anice answered. 

" I wur nivver theer before. I went to see fur myseii 
I ha' read the book yo' gi' me, an' theer's things in it aa i 
nivver heerd on. Mester Grace too, — ^he coom to see me 
an' I axt him questions. Theer wur things as I wanted 
to know, an' now it seems loike it looks clearer. Wliat 
wi' th' pictur', — it begun wi' th' pictur', — an' th' bcok, 
an' what he said to-day i' church, I've made up mj 
moind." 

She paused an instant, her lips trembled. 

" I dunnot want to say much about it now," she feaid 
" I ha' not gotten th' words. But I thowt as yo'd loikf 
to know, I believe i' th' Book ; I believe i' th' Cross ; 1 
believe i' Him as deed cin it 1 That's what I coom to say.^ 
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The wcman turned without another word and wem 
away. 

Anice did not remain in the garden. The spirit oi 
Joan Lowrie's intense mood communicated itself to hei . 
She, too, trembled and her pulse beat rapidly. She 
fhought of Paul Grace and wished for his presence. She 
felt herself drawn near to him again. She wanted to 
tell him that his harvest had come, that his faithfulness 
had not been without its reward. Her own labor she only 
counted as chance-work. 

She found Fergus Derrick in the parlor, talking to hei 
mother. 

He was sitting in his favorite position, leaning back in 
a chair before a window, his hands clasped behind his 
head. His friendly intercourse with the family had 
extended beyond the ceremonious epoch, when a man'g 
attitudes are studied and unnatural. In these days Der- 
rick was as much at ease at the Rectory as an only son 
might have been. 

" I thought some one spoke to you across the hedge, 
Anice ? " her mother said. 

" Yes,'' Anice answered. " It was Joan Lowrie." 

She sat down opposite Fergus, and told him what had 
occurred. Her voice was not quite steady, and she made 
the relation as brief as possible. Derrick sat looking oul 
of the window without moving. 

"Mr. Derrick," said Anice at last, after a few minulei 
bad elapsed, " What now is to be done with Joan Low- 
lie?" 

Derrick roused himself with a start to meet her eyei 
and find them almost sad. 

^ What now J" he said. " God knows 1 For one, I can 
not see the end." 
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Tius light in the cottage upon the Knoll Bead burned 
late m these days, and when Derrick was delayed in the 
little town, he used to see it twinkle afar ofif, before he 
turned the bend of the road on his way home. He liked 
to see it. It became a sort of beacon light, and as such 
he began to watch for it. He used to wonder what Joan 
was doing, and he glanced in through the curtainless win- 
dows as he passed by. Then he discovered that when the 
light shone she was at work. Sometimes she was sitting 
at the wooden table with a book, sometimes she was 
laboring at some task with pen and ink, sometimes she 
was trying to use her needle. 

She had applied to Anice for instruction in this last 
effort. It was not long before Anice found that she wap 
intent upon acquiring the womanly arts her life had put 
it out of her power to learn. 

" I'd loike to learn to sew a bit," she had said, and the. 
confession seemed awkward and reluctant. " I want to 
loarn to do a bit o' woman's work. I'm tired o' bein' 
aeyther th' one thing nor th' other. Seems loike Pre 
•Uus been doin' men's ways, an' I am na content." 

Two or three times Derrick saw her passing to and fro 
before the window, hushing the child in her arms, and 
once he even heard hei singing to it in a low, and e ?ident 
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4y rarely used voice. Up to the time that Jcau first sang 
to the child, she had never sung in her life. She caught 
herself one' day half chanting a lullaby she had heard 
Anice sing. The sound of her own voice was so novel 
to her, that she paused all at once in her walk acroop 
Ihs room, prompted by a queer impulse to listen. 

" It moight ha' been somebody else," she said. " 1 
iv'onder what made me do it. It wur a queer thing." 

Sometimes Derrick met Joan entering the Rectorj^ (at 
which both were frequent visitors) ; sometimes, passing 
through the hall on her way home ; but however often he 
met her, he never felt that he advanced at all in her 
friendship. 

On one occasion, having bidden Anice good-night and 
gone out on the staircase, Joan stepped hurriedly back 
into the room and stood at the door as if waiting. 

" What is it ? " Anice asked. 

Joan started. She had looked flushed and downcast, 
and when Anice addressed her, an expression of conscious 
self -betrayal fell upon her. 

" It is Mester Derrick," she answered, and in a moment 
%h6 went out. 

Anice remained seated at the table, her hands clasped 
I of ore her. 

"Perhaps," at last she said aloud, " perhaps this is what 
is to be done with her. And then — " her lips tremulous, 
— " it will be a work for me to do." 

Derrick's friendship and affection for herself held nr 
jjerm of warmer J eeling. If she had had the slightest doub 1 
of this, she would have relinquished nothing. She had 
no exaggerated notions of self-immolation. She would 
not have given up to another woman what Heaver 
had given to herself, any more than she would have striveii 
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io win from another woman what had been Heaven's gift 
to her. If she felt pain, it was not the j«iin c£ a small envy, 
but of a great tenderness. She was capable of making 
any effort for the ultimate good of the man she could have 
loved with the whole strength of her nature. 

When she entered her room that night, Joan Lowrie 
was moved to some surprise by a scene which met her eyes, 
ft was a simple thing and under some circumstancep 
would have meant little ; but taken in connection with hei 
remembrance of past events, it had a peculiar significance. 
Ijiz was sitting upon the hearth, with some odds and endp 
of bright-colored ribbon on her knee, and a little straw hat 
in her hand. She was trimming the hat, and using the 
scraps of ribbon for the purpose. When she heard Joan, 
she looked up and reddened somewhat, and then hung her 
head over her work again. 

" I'm makin' up my hat agen," she said, almost depre- 
catingly. " It wur sich a faded thing." 

" Are yo' ? " said Joan. 

She came and stood leaning against the fire-place, and 
looked down at Liz thoughtfully. The shallowness and 
simplicity of the girl baffled her continually. She hei-self , 
who was prompted in action by deep motive and strong 
feeling, found it hard to realize that there could be a sur- 
face with no depth below. 

Her momentary embarrassment having died out, Liz had 
quite forgotten herself in the interest of her task. She 
was full of self-satisfaction and trivial pleasure. She 
looked really happy as she tried the effect of one 
bit of color after another, holding the hat up. Joan haJ 
never known her to show such interest in anything before 
One would never have fancied, seeing the girl at this mo 
nent, that a blight lay upon her life, that she c^ uld onlj 
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look back with shrinking and forward without hoje 
She was neither looking backward nor forward now, — al 
her simple energies were concentrated in her work. Ho^^ 
was itt Joan asked herself. Had she forgotten— <ou Id 
Bhe forget the past and be ready for petty vanities aiul 
follies? To Joan, Liz's history had been a tragedy— f 
tragedy which must be tragic to its end. There was some 
thing startlingly out of keeping in the present mood oi 
this pretty sevent«en-year-old girl sitting eager and de 
lighted over her lapf ul of ribbons t Not that Joan bo 
grudged her the slight happiness — she only wondered, 
and asked herself how it could be. 

Possibly her silence attracted Liz's attention. Suddenl) 
she looked up, and when she saw the gravity of Joan's 
face, her own changed. 

" To're grudgin' me doin' it," she cried. " Yo' think 1 
ha' no reet to care for sich things,'' and she dropped hal 
and ribbon on her knee with an angry gesture. " Happen 
I ha' na," she whimpered. " I ha' na getten no reet to no 
roait o' pleasure, I dare say." 

"Nay," said Joan rousing herself from her reverie. 
' Nay, yo' must na say that, Liz. If it pleases yo' it conna 
do no hurt ; I'm glad to see yo' pleased." 

" I'm tired o' doin' nowt but mope i' th' house," Lia 
fretted. " I want to go out a bit loike other foak. Theer's 
[>laces i' Riggan as I could go to wi'out bein' slurred at — 
theer's other wenches as has done worse nor me. Ben 
^f axy towd Mary on'y yesterda^ as I was the prettiest lasa 
P th' place, fur aw their slurs."' 

" Ben Maxy ! " Joan said slowly. 

Liz twisted a bit of ribbon around her finger. 

" It's not as I care fur what Ben Maxy says or what ony 
iithei man says, fur th' matter g ' that, but — ^but it sh( wi 
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M I need na be bo mich ashamed o' mysen after aw, an' 
need na stay i'doors as if I dare na show my face." 

Joan made no answer. 

"An' yet," she said, smiling faintly at her own train of 
thought afterward, " I dunnot see what I'm complaipin' 
on. Am I out o' patience because her pain is na deejver ] 
Surely I am na wantin' her to mak' th' most o' her bui- 
den. I mun be a queer wench, tryin' to mak' her happy, 
an' then f eelin' worrited at her forgettin' her trouble. It's 
well as she con let things slip b0 easy." 

But there came times when she could not help being 
anxious, seeing Lii gi:tidually drifting out into her old 
world again. She was so weak, and pretty, and frivolous, 
BO ready to listen to rough flatteries. Riggan was more 
rigid in its criticism than in its morality, and criticism hav- 
ing died out, ofEense was forgotten through indifference 
rather than through charity. Those who had been hardest 
upon Liz in her day of darkness were carelessly ready 
to take her up again when her fault was an old story over- 
shadowed by some newer scandal. 

Joan found herself left alone with the child oftener 
than she used to be, but in truth this was a relief rather 
than otherwise. She was accustomed to solitude, and the 
work of self-culture she had begun filled her spare hours 
with occupation. 

Since his dismissal fpDm the mines, she saw but little of 
her father. Sometimes she saw nothing of him for 
weeks. The night after he lost his place, he came into 
the house, and making up a small bundle of his personal 
efEects, took a surly leave of the two women. 

" I'm goin' on th' tramp a bit," he said. " If yo're axed, 
yo' con say I'm gone to look fur a job. My day has na 
ooom yet but it's on th' wav." 
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Since then he had only returned once or twice, and hii 
visits had always been brief and unexpected, and at night 
T^e first time he had startled Joan by dropping in upon 
her at midnight, his small bundle on his knob-stick ovei 
his shoulder, his clothes bespattered with road-side mud 
He said nothing of his motive in coming — merely asked 
for his supper and ate it without much remark. 

" I ha' na had luck," he said. "Luck's not i' my loine ; 
I wur na bom to it, loike some foak. Happen th' 
tide'U tak' a turn after a bit." 

" Tore f eyther wur axin me about th' engineer," Lia 
said tv> Joan the next morning; t^He wanted to know if 
we seed him pass heer i' his road hoam. D'yo' think he'( 
getten a spite agen th' engineer yet, Joan? " 

"I'm afeard," Joan answered. "Feyther's loike to 
bear a grudge agen them as put him out, whether they're 
reet or wrong. Liz ^" hesitating. 

" What is it, Joan ? "• 

" Dunnot yo' say no more nor yo' con help when he 
axes yo' about th' engineer. I'm worritin' mysen lest 
feyther should get hissen into trouble. He's hasty, yo' 
know." 

In the evening she went out and left the child to it€ 
mother. She had business to look after, she told Liz, and 
it would keep her out late. Whatever the business was 
it kept her out so late that Liz was tired of waiting, and 
went to bed worn out and a trifle fretted. 

She did not know what hour it was when she awakened ; 
voices and a light in the road roused her, and almost as 
soon as she was fully conscious, the door opened and Joan 
came in. Liz raised her head from the pillow to look at 
her. She was pale and seemed excited. She was evei 
trembling a little, and her voice was unsteady as she asked 
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" Has th' little un been quiet, Liz?" 

•* Qaiet enow," said Liz. " What a toime yo' ha' beeD, 
J an I It mun be. near midneet. I got so worn out wi* 
waitin' fur' yo' that I could na sit up no longer. Whecr 
ha' yo' been t " 

" I went to Riggan," said Joan. "Theer wur summal 
as I wur obliged to see to, an' I wur kept beyond mj 
toime by summatashappent. But it is na quoite midneet 
though it's late enow." 

" Was na theer a lantern wi' yo' ? " asked Liz. " I 
thowt I seed th' leet fro' a lantern." 

"Yes," Joan answered, "theer wur a lantern. As 1 
wur tumin' into th' road, I met Mester Derrick comin' 
frV th' Eectoi7 an' — an lie walked alongside o' nae." 
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6 AJiMY Obaddook made his appeai*ance at Mr. HavilandV 
pi^:mptly, and being shown into the library, which wae 
empty, took a seat and proceeded to regard the surround 
ings critically. 

"Dunnot scald thy nose wi' thy own broth," Mrs. 
Craddock had said to him warningly, when he left her. 
" Keep a civil tongue i' thy head. Thy toime fur saucin' 
thy betters is past an' gone. Tha'lt ha' to tak' both fat an' 
lean together i' these days, or go wi'out mate." 

Sammy remembered tiiese sage remarks rather sorely, ag 
he sat awaiting the master of the household. His indepen- 
dence had been very dear to him, and the idea that he 
must relinquish it was a grievous thorn in the flesh. He 
glanced round at the pictures and statuettes and shook hie 
head dubiously. 

" A mon wi' so many crinkum-crankums as he seems tc 
ha* getten '11 be apt to be reyther set i' polytics. An' PU 
warrant this is na th' best parlor neyther. Aw th' wall 
covered wi' books too, an' a ornyraental step-lather tc 
dimb up to th' high shelves. Well, Sammy, owd lad 
tha's not seen aw th' world yet, tha finds out. Theer's a 
bit o' Bummat outside Riggan. After aw, it does a mor 
QO hurt to travel. I should na wonder if I mought sec 
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chiugs as I nivver heerd on if I getten as f iir as th' Conty 
oent. Theer's France now — foak say as they dimnot spoak 
Lancashire i' France, an' conna so much as understand it. 
Well, theer's ignorance aw o'er th' world." 

The door opened at this juncture, and Mr. Haviland 
entered — fresh, florid and cordial. His temperament be- 
ing an easy one, he rather dreaded collision with anybody, 
and would especially have disliked an uncomfortable 
interview with this old fellow. He would like to be able 
to preserve his affability of demeanor for his own sake afl 
well as for Miss Barholm's. 

"Ah I" he said, " Oraddock, is it? Glad to see you, 
Craddock." 
Sammy rose from his seat. 

" Aye," he answered. " Sam'U Craddock fro' Riggan. 
Same to you, Mester." 

Mr. Haviland waved his hand good-naturedly. 
"Take your seat again," he said. "Don't stand. You 
are the older man of the two, you know, and I dare say 
you are tired with your walk. You came about the lodge- 
keeper's place ? " 

" That little lass o' th owd parson's " began Sammy. 

" Miss Anice Barholm," interposed Mr. Haviland. " Yes, 
she told me she would send you. I never had the pleasure 
of seeing her until she drove here yesterday to ask for the 
place for you. She was afraid to lose time in waiting 
for her father's return." 
" Yo' nivver saw her afore % " 
" No." 

" Well," rubbing his hands excitedly over the knob of 
luB stick, " hoo's a rarer un than I thowt fur, even. Hoo'll 
itond at nowt, wont that little wench," and he gave veni 
to his feeMngs in a delighted chuckle. " I'd loike to a> 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



142 ^^^T LAJ38 O LOWnnPS, 

70'," he aided, " wheer's th' other lass, as ud ha' had tl 
pluck to do as inichf " 

" I don't think there is another woman in -the coimtr> 
who would have doi*e it," said Mr. Haviland smiling 
" We shall agree in our opinion of Miss Barholm, I sec 
Oraddoek, if we quarrel about everything else." 

Sammy took out his flowered bandanna and wiped liif 
bald forehead. lie was at once mollified and encouraged 
He felt that he was being treated with a kind of respect 
and consideration. Here was one of the gentry who 
placed liimself on a fi'iendly footing with him. Perhaj^e 
upon the whole he should not find it so difficult to recon 
cile himself to his chaiige of position after all. And 
being thus encouraged, a certain bold simplicity made 
him address himself to Mi\ Haviland not as a servant ii 
prospective to a prospective master, but as man to man. 

" Th' fact is," he said, " as 1 am na mich o' a lass's neon 
mysen,^and I wunnot say as I ha' mich opinion o' womar 
foak i' general — they're flighty yo' see — they're flighty , 
but I mun say as 1 wur tuk by that little wench o' tb' 
pai*son's — I wur tuk by her." 

" She would be glad to hear it, I am sure," with ar 
irony so suave that Sammy proceeded with fresh gravity. 

" I mak' no doubt on't," dogmatically. " I mak' nc 
djubt on't i' th' world, but I dunnot know as th' flattery 
ud do her good. Sugar sop is na o'er digestible to th' best 
0' em. They ha' to be held a bit i* check, yo' see. Bui 
Loo's a wonderfu' little \B8A-—fur a lass, I mun admit 
Seenas a pity to ha' wasted so mich good lad metal on a 
slip o^ a wench, — does na it ? " 

" You think so ? Well, that is a matter of opinion, yot 
know. Ilowevcr — concerning the lodge-keeper's place 
You nnderetand what your duties would be, I suppose I " 
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" TcLdin' th' gates an' th' loike. Aye sir. Th' little 
:iiss towd me aw about it. Hoo is na one as missei 
owt." 

" So I see," smiling again. " And yoa think you can 
perform them?" 

" I wur thinkin' so. It did na stroiKe me as a mon need 
lo be partic'lar muskylar to do th' reet thing by 'em. 1 
think I could tackle 'em wi'out breakin' down." 

After a brief discussion of the subject, it was agreed 
that Mr. Craddock should be installed as keeper of the 
lodge the week following. 

" As to politics," said Mr. Haviland, when his visitor 
rose to depart, " I hear you are something of a politician, 
Craddock." 

" Summat o' one, sir," answered Sammy, his evident 
satisfaction touched with a doubtful gravity. " Summat 
o' one. I ha' my opinions o' things i' gineral." 

" So I have been told ; and they have made you rather 
unpopular among our county people, perhaps ? " 

" I am na mich o' a favorite," with satisfaction. 

" No, the fact is that until Miss Barholm came to me 1 
had rather a bad idea of you, Craddock." 

This looked somewhat serious, Craddock regarding it 
rather in the light of a challenge. 

" I'd loike well enow to ha' yc' change it," he said, " but 
my coat is na o' th' turnin' web. I mun ha' my say about 
things — ^gentry or no gentry." And his wrinkled eld vis 
age expressed so crabbed a determination that Mr. Ilavi 
land laughed outright. 

" Oh I don't misunderstand me," he said, " stick to your 
party. Craddock. We will try to agree, for Miss Barholm'f? 
aake. I will leave you to your opinion, and you will lea vc 
me to mine — even a Member of Parliament has a right to 
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an opinion, you know, if he doesn't intrude it upon tht 
public too much." 

Craddock went home in a mollified frame of mind. He 
felt that he had gained his point and held his ground, and 
he respected himself accordingly. He felt too that his 
associates had additional right to respect him. It was theii 
groimd too, arid he had held it for them as well as for him 
self. He stopped at The Crown for his midday glass of 
ale ; and his self-satisfaction was so evident that his f riendi 
observed it, and remarked among themselves that " th' 
owd lad wur pickin' up his crumbs a bit." 

" Yo're lookin' graidely to-day, Sammy," said one. 

"I'm feelin' a trifle graidelier than I ha' done," he 
answered, oracularly. " Things is lookin' up." 

"I'm main glad to hear it. Tell us as how." 

" Well," — ^with studied indifference, — " it's noan so great 
luck i' comparison, but it's summat to be thankfu' fur to a 
moil as is down i' th' world. I've getten the lodge-keeper's 
place at Mr. Haviland's." 

"Tha' nivver says I Who'd a' thowtit? How ivver 
did that coom about % " 

"Friends i' coort," with dignity. " Friends i' coort. 
Hond me that jug o' ale, Tummy. Haviland's a mon o' 
discretion, if he is a Member o' Parlyment. We've liad 
quoite a friendly chat this momin' as we set i' th' loibery 
together. He is na so bad i' his poUytics after aw's said 
an done. He'll do, upo' th' whole." 

"Yo' stood up to him free enow, I warrai.t," said 
Tummy. " Th' gentle folk dunnot often hear sich free 
apeakin' as yo' gi' 'em, Sammy." 

" Well, I had to be a bit indypendent ; it wnr nat'ral 
It would na ha' dDne to ha' tumt soft, if he w M,r th' inestei 
But he's a njon o' sense, as F say, an' \\t 
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woa civil enow, an' friendly enow. He's getten gumption 
to see as poUytics is poUytics. I'll tell yo' what, lads, I'lc 
comin' to th' opinion as happen theer's more sense i' some 
o' th' gentry than we gi' em credit fur ; they ha' not mich 
but book larnin i' their heads, it's true, but they're noan so 
bad — some on 'em — ^if yo're charytable wi' 'em." 

"Who was thy friend i' coort, Sammy?'-' was asked 
next. 

Sammy's fist went down upon the table with a force 
which made the mugs dance and rattle. 

"Now tha'rt comin' to the meat i' th' egg," he said. 
" Who should tha think it wur 'at had th' good- will an 
th' head to tak' th' business i' hond ? " 

" It ud be hard to say." 

" Why, it wur that little lass o' th' owd parsen's again 
Dom'd if she wunnot run aw Riggan i' a twelvemonth. I 
dunnot know wheer she getten her head-fiUin' fro' unlep* 
she robbsd th' owd parson, an' left hie nob standin' empty 
Happen that's what's up wi' 1h' ow 1 chap." 
7 
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debbiok's question. 



DoBRicK had had a great deal to thi AJi aboat of l&Us 
A£airs at the mines had been troublesome, as usual, and 
he had been often irritated by the stupidity of the men 
who were in authority over him. He began to feel, more- 
over, that an almost impalpable barrier had sprung up 
between himself and his nearest friend. When he came 
to face the matter, he was obliged to acknowledge to him- 
self that there were things he had kept from Grace, 
though it had been without any positive intention of con- 
<»ealment. And, perhaps, being the sensitive fellow he 
had called him, Grace had felt that there was something 
behind his occasional abstraction and silence, and had 
shrunk within himself, feeling a trifle hurt at Derrick's 
want of frankness and confidence. 

Hardly a day passed in which he did not spend some 
short time in the society of his Pythias. He rarely passed 
his lodgings without dropping in, and, to-night, he turned 
in on his way from the ofSce, and fell upon Grace hard at 
work over a volume of theology. 

" Lay your book aside," he said to him. " I want to gos 
tip this evening, old fellow." 

Grace closed his book and came to his usual seat, srnil 
ing affectionately. There was a suggestion of feminine 
affocti^nateness in his bearing toward his friend. 

'^ Gossip," he remarked. " The word gossip "^ 
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" Oh/ put in Derrick, " it's a woman's word ; bat I am 
ID a womanish sort of humor. I am going to be — I sap 
jMise, one might say — confidential." 

The Reverend Paul reddened a little but as Derrick 
rather avoided looking at him le did not observe the &ct. 

" Grace," he said, after a silence, "I have a sort of con- 
fession to make. I am in a difficulty, and 1 rather blame 
myself for not having come to you before." 

" Don't blame yourself," said the curate, faintly. " You 
— ^you are not to blame." 

Then Derrick glanced up at him quickly. This sounded 
so significant of some previous knowledge of his trouble, 
that he was taken aback. He could not quite account 
for it 

" What I " he exclaimed. " Is it possible that you have 
guessed it already ? " 

"I have thought so — sometimes I have thought so — 
though I feel as if I ought almost to ask your pardon for 
going so far." 

Grace had but one thought as he spoke. His friend's 
trouble meant his friend's honor and regard for himself. 
It was for his sake that Derrick was hesitating on the* 
brink of a happy love — ^unselfishly fearing for him. He 
knew the young man's impetuous generosity, and saw 
how under the circumstances, it might involve him. Lov- 
ing Anice Barholm with the full strength of a strong 
nature, Derrick was generous enough still to shxmk from 
his prospect of success with the woman his friend had 
failed to win. 

Derrick flung himself back in his chair with a sigh. He 
was thinking, with secret irritation, that he must have felt 
even more than he had acknowleiged to himself since he 
,. bad in all unconsciousness, confessed so much. 
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" You have saved me the trouble of putting intc wordi 
a feeling I have not words to explain/' he said. ^^ Ferhapa 
r.1)at is the reason why I have not spoken openly befora 
Grace," — abruptly, — ^^ I have fancied there was a cloud 
between us." 

" Between us ! " said Grace, eagerly and warmly. " No^ 
no I That was a poor fancy indeed ; I could not beai 
that" 

" Nor I," impetuously. But I cannot be explicit even 
now, Grace — even my thoughts are noi explicit. I have 
been bewildered and — yes, amazed — amazed at finding 
that I had gone so far without knowing it Surely there 
never was a passion — ^if it is really a passion — ^that had 
so little to feed upon." 

" So little 1 " echoed Grace. 

Derrick got up and began to walk across the floor. 

'*I have nothing— nothing, and I am beset on every 
side." 

There is something extraordinary in the blindness of a 
man with an absorbing passion. Absorbed by his passion 
for one woman, Grace was blind to the greatest of incon- 
sistencies in his friend's speech and manner. Absorbed 
in his passion for another woman, Demck forgot for the 
hour everything concerning his friend's love for Anice 
Barholm. 

Suddenly he paused in his career across the room. 

" Grace," he said, " I cannot trust myself ; but I can 
trust you, I cannot be unselfish in this — ^you can. Tell 
me what I am to do— answer me this question, though 
God knows, ^>. would be a hard cine for any man to answer. 
Perhaps I ought not to ask it — ^perhaps I ought to hav6 
decision enough to answer it myself without troubling 
70U. But how can I ? And you who are so true to you" 
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self and to me in other things, will be true in this 1 kuo^ 
This feeling is stronger than all else — so strong that I have 
feared and failed to comprehend it. I had not even 
thought of it until it came upon me with fearfil force, 
and 1 am conscious that it has not reached its height 
yet It is not an ignoble passion, I know. How could a 
passivm for such a creature be ignoble? And yet again, 
there have been times when I have felt that perhaps it 
was best to struggle against it. I am beset on every side, 
as I have said, and I appeal to you. Ought love to be 
stronger than all else ? I used to tell myself so, before it 
came upon me — and now I can only wonder at myself and 
tremble to find that I have grown weak." 

God knows it was a hard question he had asked of the 
man who loved him ; but this man did not hesitate to 
answer it as freely as if he had had no thought that he was 
signing the death-warrant of all hopes for himself. Grace 
went to him and laid a hand upon his broad shoulder. 

" Come, sit down and 1 will tell you," he said, with a 
pallid face. 

Derrick obeyed his gentle touch with a faint smile. 

" I am too fiery and tempestuous, and you want to cool 
nae," he said. " You are as gentle as a woman, Grace." 

The curate standing up before him, a slight, not at all 
heroic figure in his well worn, almost threadbare garments, 
imiled in return. 

*^ I want to answer your question," he said, " and mj 
mswer is tliis : When a man loves a woman wholly, triilyj 
purely, and to her highest honor, — such a love is the h ighcst 
and noblest thing in this world, and nothing should leaJ 
to its sacrifice, — no ambition, ro hope, no friendship." 
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"I DSNNorr know what to mak' on her," Joan said U 
Anice, speaking of Liz. " Sometimes she is i' sich sperrita 
that slie's fairly flighty, an' then agen, she's aw fretted 
an' crossed with ivverything. Th' choild seems to worrit 
her to death." 

"Tliat lass o' Lowrie's has made a bad bargain, i' takin' 
up wi' that wench," said a townsworaan to Grace. " She'e 
noan one o' th' soart as '11 keep straight. She's as shallow 
as a brook i' midsummer. What's she doin' leavin' th' 
young un to Joan, and gaddin' about wi' ribbons i' her 
bonnet ? Some lasses would na ha' th' heart to show 
theirsens." 

The truth was that the poor weak child was struggling 
feebly in deep water again. She had not thought of dan- 
ger. She had only been tired of the monotony of hei 
existence, and had longed for a change. If she had seen 
the end she would have shrunk from it before she had 
taken her first step. She wanted no more trouble and 
shame, she only wanted variety and excitement. 

She was going dowTi a by-lane leading to the Mrxjb' 
cottage, and was hurrying through the twilight, when sLi 
bniBhed against a man who was lounging carelessly along 
the path, smoking a cigar, and evidertly enjoying tht 
balmy coolness of the summer evening. It was just light 
enoui^h for her to see that this person was well-dressed, 
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and yonng, and with a certali lazily graceful way of mov- 
ing, and it was just light enough for the man to see that 
the half -frightened face she lifted was pretty and youtnful. 
Hut, having seen this much, he must surely have recognized 
moie, for he made a quick backward step. 

" Liz 1 " he said " Why, Liz, my girl ! " 

A.nd Liz stood still. She stood still, because, for the 
moment, she lost the power of motion. Fer heart ga\>e a 
great wild leap, and, in a minute more, she was trembling 
all over with a strange, dreadful emotion. It seemed as 
if long, terrible months were blotted out, and she was 
looking into her cruej lover's face, as she had looked at if 
last. It was the man who had brought her to her greatest 
happiness and her deepest pain and misery. She could 
not speak at first ; but soon she broke into a passion of 
tears. It evidently made the young man uncomfortable 
—perhaps it touched him a little. Ralph LandselPs nature 
was not unlike Liz's own. He was invariably swayed by 
the passing circumstance, — only, perhaps he was a trifle 
more easily moved by an evil impulse than a good one. 
The beauty of the girl's tearful face, too, overbalanced his 
first feeling of irritation at seeing her and finding that he 
was in a difficult position. Then he did not want her to 
run away and perhaps betray him in her agitation, so ho 
put out his hand and laid it on her shoulder. 

''Hush," ho said. "Don't cry. What a poor little 
^oose you are. Somebody will hear you." 

The girl made an effort to free herself from his detain 
ing hand, but it was useless. Light as his grasp was, il 
held her. 

"Let me a-be," she cried, sobbing petulantly. "To 
ha' no reet to howd me. Yo' wur ready erow U let ni< 
go when— when I wur i' trouble." 
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" Trouble 1 '' he repeated after her. " Wasn't I in troa 
ble^ too % You don't mean to say you did not know what i 
mess I was in ? I'll own it looked rather shabby, Liz, but 
I was obliged to bolt as I did. I hadn't time to stay and 
explain. The governor was down on us, and there'd 
have been an awful row. Don't be hard on a fellow, Lizzie 
You're — ^you're too nice a little girl to be hard on a 
fellow." 

But Liz would not listen. 

• Yo' went away an' left me wi'out a word," she said ; 
" yo' went away an' left me to tak' care o' mysen when 1 
Gould na do it, an' had na strength to howd up agen th' 
world. I wur turned out o' house an' home, an' if it had 
na been fur th' hospytal, I might ha' deed i' th' street 
Let me go. I dunnot want to ha' awt to do wi' yo'. 1 
nivver wanted to see yore face agen. Leave me a-ba 
It's ower now, an' I dunnot want to get into trouble agen." 

He drew his hand away, biting his lip and frowning boy- 
ishly. He had been as fond of Liz as such a man could 
be. But she had been a trouble to him in the end, and he 
had barely escaped, through his cowardly flight, from 
being openly disgraced and visited by his fathei's wrath. 

" If you had not gone away in such a hurry, you would 
have found that I did not mean to treat you so badly after 
all," he said. "I wrote to you and sent you money, and 
told you why I was obliged to leave you for the time, but 
you were gone, and the letter was returned to me. [ 
was not so much to blame." 

"Th' bxame did na fa' on yo'," said Liz. "I tell yo' J 
wur turnt out, but — ^it — it does na matter now," with a 
lob. 

Now that she was out of his reach, he discovered that 
■he had not lost all her old attractions for him. She war 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



MASTER LANDSELVa SON. 16a 

prettier thaa ever,- -the shawl had sKpped from her cnrly 
hair, the tears in her eyes made them look large and soft, 
and gave her face an expression of most pathetic helpless- 
ness, — and he really felt that he vrould like to defend, if not 
clear himself. So, when she made a movement as if to 
leave him, he was positively anxious to detain her. 

"You are not going?" he said. "Ton won't leave a 
fellow in this way, Lizzie t" 

The old tone, half caressing, half reproachful, was 
harder for the girl to withstand than a stronger will could 
comprehend. It brought back so much to her, — those 
drst bright days, her poor, brief little reign, her childish 
pleasures, his professed love for her, all her lost delight. 
If she had been deliberately bad, she would have given way 
that instant, knowing that she was trifling on the brink of 
sin once more. But she was not bad, only emotional, 
weak and wavering. The tone held her one moment and 
then she burst into fresh tears. 

" I wunnot listen to yo^ she cried. " I wunnot listen 
to yo'. I wunnot— I wunnot," and before he had time to 
utter another word, she had turned and fled down the 
lane back toward Joan's cottage, like some hunted creature 
fleeing for life. 

Joan, sitting alone, rose in alarm, when she burst open 
tlie door and rushed in. She was quivering from head 
to foot, panting for breath, and the tears were wet upon 
hor cheeks. 

" What is it % " cried Joan. " Lizzie, my lass, what ailB 
yo'?" 

She threw herself down upon the floor and hid her face 
ID the folds of Joan's dress. 

" I — ^ha' — ^I ha' seed a ghost, or— summat," she panted 
And whimpered. " I— 'I met summat as f eai*t me." 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



154 THAT LASS O LOWRIE^B. 

" Let me go and look what it war," said Joan. " Wm 
It i' th' lane ? Tha art tremblin' aw o'er, Lizzie." 

But Liz only clung to her more closely. 

" Nay — ^nay," she protested. " Tha shall na go. Pm 
fearf. to be left — ^an' — an' I dunnot want yo' to go. Dun- 
uct go, Joan, dunnot." 

And Joan was fain to remain. 

She did not go out into the village for several days 
after this, Joan observed. She stayed at home and did not 
even leave the cottage. She was not like herself, either. 
Up to that time she had seemed to be forgetting her trouble, 
and gradually slipping back into the enjoyments she had 
known before she had gone away. Now a cloud seemed 
to be upon her. She was restless and nervous, or listless 
and unhappy. She was easily startled, and now and then 
Joan fancied that she was expecting something unusual 
to happen. She lost color and appetite, and the child's 
presence troubled her more than usual. Once, when it set 
up a sudden cry, she started, and the next moment burst 
into tears. 

**Why, LizP' said Joan, almost tenderly. "Yo' mun 
be ailin', or yo' hannot getten o'er yo're fright yet. To're 
not yoresen at aw. What a simple little lass yo' are to be 
feart by a boggart i' that way." 

'' I dunnot know what's the matter wi' me," said Liz, "1 
dunnot feel reet, somehow. Happen I shall get o'er it i' 
toime." 

But though she recovered herself somewhat, she waa 
not the same girl again. And this change in her it was 
that made Joan open her heart to Anice. She saw that* 
something was wrong, and noted a new influence at work 
even after the girl began to go out again and resume hei 
visits to her acquaintances. Then, alternating with fret 
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fal lifltlessness, were tremulous high spirits and feverish 
fits of gayety. 

There came a day.^ however, when Joan gained a clue to 
the meaning of this change, though never from her first 
recognition of it until the end did she comprehend it 
fully. Perhaps she was wholly unconscious of what nar* 
t^Dwer natures experience. Then, too, she had little oppor- 
tiiiJity for hearing gossip. She had no visitore, and she 
A'as liept much at home with the child, who was not 
healthy, and who, during tlie summer months, was con- 
stantly feeble and ailing. Grace, hearing nothing more 
after the first hint of suspicion, was so far relieved that 
lie thought it best to spare Joan the pain of being stung 
by it. 

But there came a piece of news to Joan that troubled 
her. 

" There's a young sprig o' one o' th' managers stayin' a< 
th' * Queen's Arms,' " remarked a pit woman one morn 
ing. " He's a f oine young chap, too — dresses up loike h 
tailor's dummy, an' looks as if he'd stepped reet square 
out o' a bandbox. He's a son o' owd Landsell's." 

Joan stopped a moment at her work. 

" Are yo' sure o' that ? " she asked, anxiously. 

" Sure he's Mester Landsell's son % Aye, to be sure it's 
him. My mester towd me hissen." 

This was Liz's trouble, then. 

At noon Joan went home full of self-reproach because 
aonetimes her patience had failed her. Liz looked up 
?rith traces of tears in her eyes, when Joan came in, 
Joan did not hegitate. She only thought of giving her 
comfort. She went and sat down in a chair near by- -^he' 
drew the curly head down upon her lap, and laid hei 
hand on it caressingly. 
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" Lizzie, lass," she said ; " yo' need na ha' been afeard U 
tell me." 

There was a quick little pant from Liz, and then still 
oess. 

*^ 1 lieard about it to-day," Joan went on, " an' I did na 
ironder as yo' wur full o' trouble. It brings it back, Liz, 
I dare say/' 

The pant became a sob — the sob broke into a low cry. 

*' Oh, Joan 1 Joan 1 dunnot blame me — dunnot. It wui 
na my fault as he coom, an' — an' I canna bear it." 

Even then Joan had no suspicion. To her mind it was 
quite natural that such a cry of pain should be wrung 
from the weak heart. Her hand lost its steadiness as she 
touched the soft, taDgled hair more tenderly than before. 

" He wur th' ghost as yo' seed i' th' lane," she said. 
"Wurnahe?" 

" Aye," wept Liz, " he wur, an' I dare na tell yo'. Il 
seemit loike it tuk away my breath, an aw my heart owt o' 
me. Nivver yo' blame me, Joan — nivver yo' be hard on 
me — ivverything else is hard enow. I thowt I wur safe 
wi' yo' — I did fui sure." 

" An' yo' are sale," Joan answered. " Dost tha' think 
I would turn ageu thee > Nay, lass ; tha'rt as safe as th' 
choild^is, when I hold it i' my breast. I ha' a pain o' my 
o\^n, Liz, as'U nivver heal, an' I'd loike to know as I'd held 
out my hond to them as theer is healin' fur. I'd thank God 
fur th' chance — poor lass — ^poor lass — poor lasel" And 
the bent d jwn and kissed her again and again 
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"OANNYBLBB." 



The nighl school gained ground steadily. Tlfinuiiibfii 
of scholars w^as constantly on the increase, so mach so, 
indeed, that Grace had liis hands inconveniently full. 

" They have dull natures, these people," said the Rev- 
erend Harold ; " and in the rare cases where they are not 
dull, they are stubborn.' Absolutely, I find it quite trying 
to face them at times, and it is not my fortune to find it 
difficult to reach people, as a rule. They seem to have 
made up their minds beforehand to resent what I am 
going to say. It is most unpleasant. Grace has been 
working among them so long that, I suppose, they are used 
to his methods ; he has learned to place himself on a level 
with them, so to speak. I notice they listen to, and seem 
to understand him. The fact is, I have an idea that that 
sort of thing is Grace's forte. He is not a brilliant fellow, 
and will never make any particular mark, but he has an 
odd perseverance which carries him aloug with a certain 
class. Riggan suits him, I think. He has dropped int* 
the right groove." 

Jud Bates and " th' best tarrier i' Riggan" were amorg 
the most faithful attendants. The lad's fancy for Anice 
had extended to Grace. Grace's friendly toleration oi 
Nib had done much for him. Nib always appeared with 
his master, and his manner was as composed and decoroui 
as if rats were subjects foreign to his meditations. Hi» 
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part it was to lie at Jnd's feet, his nose between his pawa 
his eyes twinkling sagaciously behind his shaggy eyebrows, 
while occasionally, as a token of approval, he wagged hit 
tail. Once or twice, during a fitful slumber, he had been 
known to give vent to his feelings in a sharp bark, but hf 
never failed to awaken immediately, with every appear 
ance of the deepest abasement and confusion at the 
nnconscious transgression. 

During a visit to the rectory one day, Jud's eyes fell upon 
a book which lay on Anice's table. It was full of pictures 
— ^illustrations depicting the adventures and vicissitudes 
of a fortunate unfortunate, whose desert island has been 
the paradise of thousands; whose goat-skin habiliments 
have been more worthy of envy than kingly purple ; whose 
hairy cap has been more significant of monarchy than 
any crown. For the man who wore these savage garments 
has reigned supreme in realms of romance, known only in 
their first beauty to boyhood's ecstatic belief. 

Jud put out his hand, and drawing the gold and crimson 
snare toward him, opened it. When Anice came into the 
room she found him poring over it. His ragged cap lay 
with Nib, at his feet, his face was in a glow, his hair was 
pushed straight up on his head, both elbows were resting 
on the table. lie was spelling his way laboriously, but ex 
citedly, through the story of the foot-print on the sand. 
Anice waited a moment, and then spoke : 

"Jud," she said, " when you can read 1 will give you 
' Robinson Crusoe.' " 

In less than six months she was called upon to redeem 
her promise. 

This occurred a few weeks after Craddock had beer 
established at the lodge at the Ilaviland gates. The daj 
A 2 *^ce gave Jud his well-earned reward, she had a package 
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U> Bend t3 Mrs. Craddock, and when the boj came for the 
book, she employed him as a messenger to the park. 

" If you will take these things to Mrs. Craddock, Jud, 1 
shall be much obliged/' she said; " and please tell her that 
I will drive out to see her to-morrow." 

Jud accepted the mission readily. With Nib at his heels^ 
and " Eobinson Crusoe " under his arm, three miles were 
a trivial matter. He trudged ofE, whistling with keen 
delight. As he went along he could fortify himself with 
an occasional glance at the hero and his man Friday. 
What would he not have sacrificed at the prospect of 
being cast with Nib upon a desert island ? 

" Owd Sammy " sat near the chimney-comer smoking 
his pipe, and making severe mental comments upon the 
conduct of Parliament, then in session, of whose erratic 
proceedings he was reading an account in a small but 
highly seasoned newspaper. Sammy shook his head omi- 
nously over the, peppery reports, but feeling it as well to 
reserve his opinions for a select audience at The Crown, 
allowed Mrs. Craddock to perform her household tasks 
unmolested. 

Hearing Jud at the door, he turned his head. 

" It's yo', is it ? " he said. " Tha con coom in. What's 
browten?" 

"Summat fur th' missis fro' th' rectory," Jud answered, 
producing his parcel ; " Miss Anice sent me wi' it." 

" Tak' it to th' owd lass, then," said Sammy. " Tak* W 
fco her. Tha'lt find her in th' back kitchen." 

Having done as he was bidden, Jud came back again tr» 
the front room. Mrs. Craddock had hospitably provided 
him with a huge sandwich of bread and cheese, and Nit 
followed him with expectant eyes. 

**Sit thee down, lad," said Sammy, condescendingly? 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



160 THAT LASa 0* L0WSLF8. 

'^ Sit thee down, tha'st gotten a walk both afore and l>ehix»d 
thee. What book 'st getten under thy arm % " 

Jad regarded the yolome with evident pride and eiul 
tation. 

"It's Kobyson Crusoe, that theer is," he answered. 

Sammy shook his head dubiously. 

"Dunnot know as I iwer heerd on him. He's noaD 
•cripter, is he?" 

" No," said Jud, repelling the insinuation stoutly ; " he 
is na." 

" Hond him over, an' lets ha' a look at him." 

Jud advanced. 

" Theer's pictera in it," he commented eagerly. " Theer'a 
one at th' front. That theer un," pointing to the frontis- 
piece, " that theer's him." 

Sammy gave it a sharp glance, then another, and then 
held the book at arm's length, regarding Robinson's goat- 
skin habiliments over the rims of his spectacles. 

" Well, I'm dom'd," he exclaimed. " I'm dom'd, if 1 
would na loike to see that chap i' Eiggan 1 What's th' 
felly getten on ? " 

" He's dressed i' goat-skins. He wur cast upon a desert 
island, an' had na' owt else to wear." 

" I thowt he must ha' been reduced i' circumstances, oi 
he'd niwer ha turnt out i' that rig 'less he thowt more o' 
comfort than appearances. What wur he doin' a casting 
hiflsen on a desert island? Wur he reet i' th' uppej 
Btory?" 

'^ He wur shipwrecked," triumphantly. " Th' sea drift 
ed him to th' shor3, an' he built hissen a hut, an' gettin' 
goats an' birds, an' — an' aw sorts — an' — it's the graidelieet 
bock tha iwer seed. Miss Anice gave it me." 

" Has she read it liersen ? '• 
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"Aye, it wnr her as tellt me most on it.'* 

Sammy tamed the volume over, and looked at the 
t>ack of it, at the edges of the leaves, at the gilt-lettered 
title. 

" I would na be surprised," he observed with oracular 
amiability. " I would na be surprised — ^if that's th' case 
— as theer's summat in it." 

" That as I've towd thee is nowt to th' rest on it,'* 
answered Jud in enthusiasm. " Theer's a mou ca'd Friday, 
an' a lot o' fellys as eats each other-— cannybles they ca' 
>em " 

"Look tha here," interposed Oraddock, his curiosity and 
interest getting the better of him. " Sit thee down and 
read a bit. That's something as I nivver heard on— 
cannybles an' th' loike. Pick thee th' place, an' let's lioar 
summat about th' cannybles if tha has na th' toime to do 
no more." 

Jud needed no second invitation. Sharing the general 
opinion that " Owd Sammy " was a man of mark, he could 
Dot help feeling that Crusoe was complimented by hie 
attention. He picked out his place, as his hearer had 
advised him, and plunged into the details of the cannibal 
feast with pride and determination. Though his elocution 
may have been of a style peculiar to beginners and his 
pronunciation occasionally startling in its originality, still 
Sammy gathered the gist of the story. He puffed at hie 
pipe so furiously that the foreign gentleman's turbaned- 
liead was emptied with amazing rapidity, and it was L€C- 
Msary to refill it two or three times ; he rubbed his cordu- 
roy knees with both hands, occasionally he slapped on« 
of them in the intensity of his interest, and when Jud 
stopped he could only express himself in his usual em 
phatic formula — 
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'^ Well, I am dom'd. An' tha eftjs, aa th' shap's name 
•mrKobysant*' 

" Aye, Eobyson Crusoe." 

" "Well, I mun say, as I'd ha' loike to ha' knowed him 
1 did know a mon by th' name o' Hobyson onct, bnt it 
could na ha' been him, fur he wur na mich o' a chap. U 
Le'd a bin cast o' a desert island, he would na had th^ 
gumption to do aw that theer — Jem Eobyson could na 
It could na ha' been him — an' besides, he could na ha 
writ it out, as that theer felly's done." 

There was a pause, in which Craddock held his pipe in 
his hand reflectively — shaking his head once more. 

" Canny bles an' th' loike too," he "said. "Theer's a 
soight o' things as a mon does na hear on. Why, / niv- 
ver heard o' cannybles mysen, an' 1 am na considert igno- 
rant by th' most o' foak." Then, as Jud rose to go, " Art 
tha fur goin' ? " he asked. " Well, I mun say as I'd loike to 
hear summat more about Kobyson ; but, if tha mun go, 
tha mun, I suppose. Sithee here, could tha coom again an' 
bring him wi' thee ? " 

" I mowt ; I dunna moind the walk." 

" Then thee do it," getting up to accompany him to the 
gates. " An' I'll gi'e thee a copper now an' then to paj 
thee. Theer's summat i' a book o' that soart. Coom thee 
again as soon as tha con, an' we'll go on wi' the canny- 
bles." 

" What's th' lad been readin' to thee, Sammy? " aeke^! 
Mrs. Craddock entering tilie room, after Jud had taken hit 
departure. 

**A bit o' litterytoor. I dunnot know as tha'd knc^ 
what th' book wur, if I towd thee. Tha nivvei wur micl: 
o' a han d at litterytoor. He wur i ead in' Eobyson Cr usr ©. ' 

"Not atract, sure-ly?'' 
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"Nay, that it wur na 1 It wur th' dairy o' a mon Tvhr 
mir cast upo' a desert island i' th' midst o' cannybles." 

"The dairy?" 

" Nay, lass, nay," testily, " not i' th' sense yo' mea\i 
Th' dairy wur o' th' litterairy soart. lie wur a litterairj 
raon." 

*' Cannybles an' th' loike," Sammy said to himself several 
times during the evening. "Oannybles an' th' Iciko 
Thcer's a power o' things i' th' universe." 

He took his pipe after supper and went out for a stroll 
Mental activity made him restless. The night was a bright 
one. A yellow harvest moon was rising slowly above the 
tree-tops, and casting a mellow light upon the road 
stretching out before him. He passed through the gates 
and down the road at a leisurely pace, and had walked a 
hundred yards or so, when he caught sight of two figures 
approaching him — a girl and a man, so absorbed that they 
evidently had not noticed him. The girl was of light and 
youthful figure, and the little old red shawl she wore over 
her head was pushed aside, and showed curly hair lying 
upon her brow. It was plain that she was uneasy or fright- 
ened, for, as soon as she was near enough, her voice reached 
him in a tone of frightened protest. 

" Oh, dunnot 1 " she was saying, " I conna bear it. I 
dunnot want to hear yo', an' — an' I will na. Yo' moiglit 
ha' let me be. I dunnot believe yo'. Let me go wboani 
I'll nivver coom again," and then she broke out crying. 

Oraddock looked after them as they passed from sight 

" Theer's trouble there," he said, eagerly. " A working 
iafis, an' a mon i' gentleman's cloas. Dom sich loike 
chaps, say I. What would they think if workin' men ud 
eoom meddlin' wi' theer lasses. I wish I'd liad mow 
toime to see th' wench's face." 
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DAN LOWBOfs BBTUBN 

Not a pleasaLt road to travel at any timo— -the higk 
read to Kiggan, it was certainly at its worst to-night. 

Between twelve and one o'clock, the rain which had 
been pouring down steadily with true English pertinacity 
for two days, was gradually passing into a drizzle still 
more unpleasant, — a drizzle that soaked into the already 
soaked clay, that made the mud more slippery, that pene- 
trated a man's clothing and beat softly but irritatingly 
against his face, and dripped from his hair and hat down 
upon his neck, however well he might imagine himself 
protected by his outside wrappings. But, if he was a com- 
mon traveller — a rough tramp or laborer, who was not pi^o- 
tected from it at all, it could not fail to annoy bim still 
more, and consequently to affect his temper. 

At the hour I have named, such a tj'aveller was making 
his way thrDiigh the mire and drizzle toward Kiggan, — a 
tramp in mud-splashed corduroy and with the regulati«.>n 
handkerchief bundle tied to the thick stick which he car- 
ried over his shoulder. 

" Dom th rain ; — dom th road," he said. 

It was not alone the state of the weathei that put hui 
out of humor. 

**Th' lass," he went on. "Dom her handsome face 
Goin' aj^n a chap — ^workin' agin him, an' scttin' herson * 
his road. Blast me," grinding his teeth — ^^' Blast me if \ 
donnot ha' it out wi' her 1 " 
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fVi cnrsingy and alternating his curses with raging si- 
lence, he trudged on his way until four o'clock, when he 
was in sight of the cottage upon the Knoll Road — the cot- 
tage where Joan and Liz lay asleep upon their poor bed, 
with the child between them. 

Joan had not been asleep long. The child had been 
anusually fretful, and had kept her awake. So she was 
the more easily awakened from her first light and uneasy 
glumber by a knock on the door. Hearing it, she started 
up and listened. 

"Who is it?" she asked in a voice too low to disturb 
the sleepers, but distinct enough to reach Lowrie's hear- 
ing. 

" Get thee up an' oppen th door," was the answer. "1 
want thee." 

She knew there was something wrong. She had not 
responded to his summons for so many years without 
learning what each tone meant. But she did not hesitate. 

When she had hastily thrown on some clothing, she 
opened the door and stood before him. 

" I did not expect to see yo' to-neet," she said, quietly. 

" Happen not," he replied. " Coom out here. I ha' 
Bummat to say to yo'." 

" Yo' wunnot come in ? " she asked. 

" Nay. What I ha' to s^y mowt waken th' young un." 

She stepped out without another word, and closed the 
tyoY quietly behind her. 

There was the faintest possible light in the sky, the first 
Ani of dawn, and it showed even to his brutal eyes all 
(he beauty of her face and figure as she stood mc tionless, 
the dripping rain falling upon her; there was bo little 
inggestion of fear about her that he was roused to fresli 
anger 
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"Dom yoM'* he broke forth. "Do yo' know as Tvi 
fun yo' oat?" 

She did not profess not to understand him, but she did 
not stir an inch. 

" I did na know before," was her reply. 

" To' thowt as I wur to be stopped, did yo' ? Yo' thowl 
as yo' could keep quiet an' stond i' my way, an' houd mo 
back till I'd forgettenf Yo're a brave wench! Nivver 
moind how I fun yo' out, an' seed how it wur — I've done 
it, that's enow fur yo' ; an' now I've coom to ha' a few 
words wi' yo' and settle matters. I coom here to-neet a 
purpose, an' this is what I've getten to say. Yo're stub- 
bom enow, but yo' canna stop. me. That's one thing I 
ha' to tell yo,' an here's another. Yo're hard enow, an' 
yo're wise enow, but yo're noan so wise as yo' think fur, 
if yo' fancy as a hundred years ud mak' me forget what I 
ha' made up my moind to, an' yo're noan so wise as yo' 
think fur, if yo' put yoursen in my road. An' here's 
another yet," clinching his fist. " If it wnr murder, as I 
wur goin' to do— not as I say it is — but if it wur murder 
itsen an' yo' wur i' my way, theer mowt be two blows 
struck i'stead o' one — theer mowt be two murders done — 
an' I wunnot say which ud coom first — fur I'll do what 
I've set my moind to, if I'm dom'd to hell fur it ! " 

She did not move nor speak. Perhaps because of her 
immobility he broke out again. 

" What !" he cried. " Yo* hangin' on to gentlemen, an' 
doggin' 'em, an' draggin' yoursen thro' th^ dark an' mire 
to save 'em fro' havW theer prutty faces hurt, an' getten 
theer dues 1 Yo* creepin' behind a mon as cares no more 
fur yo' than he does for th' dirt at his feet, an' as laughs, 
ten to one, to know as yo're ready to be picked up oi 
throwed down at his pleasure I Yo^ watehiu' i' th' aliadc 
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:/ trees an' stoppiu' a mon by neet as would na stop to 
speak to yo' by day. Dom yo' 1 theer were na a mon i' 
Riggan as dare touch yo' wi' a yard-stick until this chap 
ooom." 

"I've listened to yo'," she said. "Will yo' listen to 
me?" 

He replied with another oath, and she continued as if it 
had been an assent. 

" Theer's a few o' them words as yo've spoken as is na 
true, but theer's others as is. It's true as I ha' set 
mysen to watch, an' it's true as I mean to do it again. If 
it's nowt but simple harm yo' mean, yo' shanna do it; if 
it's murder yo' mean — an' I dunnot trust yo' as it is na- 
if it's murder yo' mean, theer's yo' an' me for it before 
it's done ; an' if theer's deathly blows struck, the first shall 
fa' on me. Theer!" and she struck herself upon hei 
breast. " If I wur ivver afraid o' yo' i' my loife — if I 
ivver feared yo' as choild or woman, dunnot believe me 
now." 

"To' mean that?" he said. 

" To' know whether I mean it or not," she answered. 

" Aye 1 " he said. " I'm dom'd if yo' dunnot, yo' she- 
devil, an' bein' as that's what's ailin' thee, I'm dom'd if I 
dunnot mean summat too," and he raised his hand aitd 
gave her a blow that felled her to the ground ; then he 
turned away, cursing as he went. 

She uttered no cry of appeal or dread, and Liz and the 
child slept on inside, as quietly as before. It was tli6 
light falling rain and the cool morning air that roused her. 
She came to herself at last, feeling sick and dizzy, and 
conscious of a fierce pain in her bruised temple. She 
managed to rise to her feet and stand, leaning against the 
rough gate-post. She had borne such blows luefore, bcl 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



£68 THAT LA88 (T LOWBI£r& 

ehe had never felt her humih'aticn bo bitterly as she did al 
this moment. She laid her brow upon her hand, which 
rested on the gate, and broke into heavy sobs. 

"I shall bear th' mark for mony a day/' she said, "1 
mun hide mysen away. I could na bear fur Mm to tot 
It, eyflA the' I isetten it fur his sake.*' 
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THB OLD DAITOEB. 

It had been some time since Derrick on his uiglitlj 
▼alk8 homeward had been conscious of the presence of 
the silent jBgure ; but the very night after the occurrence 
narrated in the last chapter, he was startled at his fii*st 
turnmg into the Knoll Road by recognizing Joan. 

There was a pang to him in the discovery. Her silent 
presence seemed only to widen the distance Fate had 
placed between them. She was ready to shield him from 
danger, but she held herself apart from him even in doing 
so. She followed her own path as if she were a creature 
of a different world, — ^a world so separated from his own 
that nothing could ever bridge the gulf between them. 

To-night, Derrick was seized with an intense longing to 
speak to the girl. He had forborne for her sake before, 
but to-night he was in one of those frames of mind in 
which a man is selfish, and is apt to let his course be 
regulated by his impulse. Why should he not speak, after 
all t If there was danger for him there was danger for 
her^ and it was absurd that he should not show her that 
he was not afraid. Why should she interpose her single 
strength between himself and the vengeance of a man of 
whom he had had the best in their only encounter ? As 
soon as they had reached the more unfrequented paTt of 
the road, he wheeled rov nd suddenly, and spoke. 

•* Joan,*' he said. 
S 
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He saw that she paused and hesitated, and he made 11 ( 
his in^'nd more strongly. He took a few impetuous stepi 
toward hei . and seeing this, she addressed him hurriedly. 

" Dunnot stop," she said. " If — if yo' want to speak U 
ma, I'll go along wi' yo'." 

^ You think I'm in danger 1" 

He could not see her face, but her voice told him that 
her usual steady composure was shaken — it was almost like 
the voice of another woman. 

" To' nivver wur i' more danger i' yore loife " 

"The old danger?" 

"Th' old danger, as is worse to be feared now than 
iwer.'' 

" And you 1 " he broke out. " You interpose yoursell 
between that danger and me ! " 

His fire seemed to communicate itself to her. 

" Th' harm as is meant to be done, is coward's harm,' 
she said, " an' will be done i' coward's fashion — it is na a 
harm as will be done yo' wi' fair wamin', i' dayleet, an' 
face to face. If it wur, I should na fear — but th' way it 
is, I say it shanna be done — it shanna, if I dee fur it ! " 
Then her manner altered again, and her voice returned to 
its first tremor. " It is na wi' me as it is wi' other women. 
Yo' munnot judge o' me as yo' judge o' other lasses. 
What mowtn't be reet fur other lasses to do, is reet enow 
fur me. It has na been left to lae to be lass-loike, an' 
feart, an' — an' modest," and she drew her breath hard, af 
if she was forced to check herself. 

" It has been left to you," he burst forth, " it has been 
left to you to stand higher in my eyes than any othei 
woman God ever made." 

He could not have controlled himself. And yet, when 
lio had Slid this, his heart leaped for fear he might have 
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wounded her or given her a false impression. But strange 
to say, it proved this time that he had no need for fear. 

There was a moment's silence, and then she answered 
low. 

« Thank yoM" 

They had gone some yards together, before he recovered 
himself sufficiently to remember what he had meant to saj 
to her. 

" I wanted to tell you," he said, " that I do not think 
any — enemy I have, can take me at any very great dis 
advantage. I am —I have prepared myself." 

She shuddered. 

" Yo' carry — summat t " 

" Don't misunderstand me," he said quickly. " I shaU 
not use any weapon rashly. It is to be employed more 
AS a means of warning and alarm than anything else. 
Rigganites do not like fire-arms, and they are not used to 
them. I only tell you this, because 1 cannot bear that you 
should expose yourself unnecessarily." 

There was that in his manner which moved her as his 
light touch had done that first night of their meeting, 
when he had bound up her wounded temple with his 
handkerchief. It was that her womanhood — her hardly 
used womanhood, of which she had herself thought with 
such pathe^AC scorn — was always before him, and was 
even a stronger power with him than her marvellous 
Ijoauty. 

She remembered the fresh bruise upon her brow, and 
felt its throb with less of shame, because she bore it for 
his sake. 

"Promise mc one thing," he we it on. " And do net 
think me ungracious in asking it of you — promise me thai 
you will not come out again through any fear of dangor 
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For nie, unless it is a greater one than threatens me non 
and one I am unprepared to meet." 

" I conna," she answered firmly. " I conna promise yo' 
To' mun let' me do as I ha' done fur th' sake o' my own 
peace." 

She made no further explanation, and he could not per 
made her to alter her determination. In fact, he was lee 
to see at last, that there was more behind than she bad 
the will or power to reveal to him ; something in her reti- 
cence silenced him. 

" To' dunnot know what / do," she said before they 
parted. "An' happen yo' would na quoite understand it 
if yo' did. I dunnot do things lightly, — I ha' no reason 
to, — an' I ha' set my'moind on seein' that th' harm as haF 
been brewin' fur long enow, shanna reach wheer it's aimed 
I mun ha' my way. Dunnot ask me to gi'e it up. Let 
me do as I ha' been doin', fur th' sake o' mysen, if f ui 
no one else." 

The truth which he could not reach, and would not 
have reached if he had talked to her till doomsday, was 
that she was right in saying that she could not give it up. 
This woman had made no inconsequent boast when she 
told her father that if deadly blows fell, they must fall 
first upon herself. She was used to blows, she conid 
bear them, she was fearless before them, — but ehe could 
Qot have borne to sit at home, under any possibilify oi 
wrong being done to this man. God knows what heavj 
sadness had worn her soul, through the months in whicl 
ahe had never fcir a moment flinched from the knowledge 
that a whole world lay between herself and him God 
knows how she had struggled against the unconquerable 
tide of feeling as it crept slowly upon her, refusing to b€ 
gtemmod and threatening to overwhelm her in its rf\morm 
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MS waves. She was only left endurance — ^yet even in 
this there was a gladness which she had in nothing else. 
She could ne7er meet him as a happier woman might, 
but she could do for him what other women could not dc 
— she could brave darkness and danger, she could watch 
over him, if need be ; if the worst came to the wornt, she 
could interpose herself between him and violence, or 
death itself. 

But of all this, Fergus Derrick suspected nothing. He 
only knew that while she had not misinterj reted hifl ap* 
peal, tome reason of her own held her firm. 
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THB PACKAGE BETUBNED. 

Afl Joan t imed the corner of a lane leading \o the high 
t%md, she found hercelf awkwardly trying to pass a mat 
who confronted her — a young fellow far too elegant and 
well-dressed to be a Rigganite. 

" Beg pardon 1 " he said abruptly, as if he were not in 
the best of humors. And then she recognized him. 

" It's Mester Ralph Landsell," she said to herself as sht- 
went on. " What is he doin' here ? " 

But before she had finished speaking, she started at the 
sight of a figure hurrying on before her, — Liz herself, who 
had evidently just parted from her lover, and was walking 
rapidly homeward. 

It was a shock to Joan, though she did not suspect the 
whole truth. She had trusted the girl completely; she 
had never interfered with her outgoing or incoming; she 
had been generously lenient toward her on every point, 
and her pang at finding herself deceived was keen. Her 
sudden discovery of the subterfuge filled her with alarm. 
What was the meaning of it? Surely it could not mean 
that this man was digging fresh pitfalls for the poor stray^ 
;ng feet. She could not believe this, — she could only 
ahuider a 3 the ominous thought suggested itself. And 
Liz— nay, even Liz could not be weak enough to trifle witt 
danger again. 

But it was Liz who was hurrying on before her, and 
who was walking so fast that both were breathless wher 
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Joan reached her side and laid a detaining hand upon he) 
shoulder. 

" Liz," she said, "are yo' afeard o' me ? " 

Liz turned her face around, colorless and frightened 
There was a tone in the voice she had never heard befoie 
a reproach in Joan's eyes before which she faltered. 

" I — did na know it wur yo'," she said, almost peevishlj 
'* What fur should I be afeard o' yo'? " 

Joan's hand dropped. 

"To' know best," she answered. "I did na say yo 
«rur." 

Liz pulled her shawl closer about her shonlders, as if in 
nervous protest. 

" 1 dunnot see why I should be, though to be sure it'g 
enow to fear one to be followed i' this way. Canna I g« 
out fur a minnit wi'out — wi'out — " 

"Nay, lass," Joan interrupted, "that's wild talk." 

Liz began to whimper. 

" Th' choild wur asleep," she said, " an' it wur so lone- 
some i' th' house. Theer wur no harm i' comin' out." 

" I hope to God theer wur na," exclaimed Joan. " I'd 
rayther see thy dead face lyin' by th' little un's on th' 
pillow than think as theer wur. To' know what I mean. 
Liz. To' know I could na ha' caught up wi' yo' wi'out 
passin' thot mbn theer, — th' mon as yo' ha' been meetin' 
on th' sly, — God knows why, lass, fur I canna see, unlesa 
yo' want to fa' back to shame an' ruin." 

They were at home by this time, and she opened tht- 
door to let the girl walk "n before her. 

" Get thee inside. Liz," she said. " I mun hear what 
tha has to say, fur I conna rest i' fear for thee. I am n« 
angered, fur I pity thee too much. Tha art naught but 8 
f.hoild at th' best, an' th' world is fu' o' traps an' snaros/ 
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Liz took off her hat and shawl and sat down. Sho cof 
ered her face with her hands, and sobbed appealinglj. 

^ I ha' na done no harm,'' she protested. " I niwoi 
meant none. It wnr his fault He wunnot let me a-be, 
an' — an' he said he wanted to hear summat about tV 
(;hoild, an' gi'e me summat to help me along. He said ar 
he wur ashamed o' hissen to ha' left me wi'out money, but 
he war hard run at the toime, an' now he wanted to gi' 
me some." 

" Money I " said Joan. " Did he ofEer yo' money J " 

" Aye, he said " 

« Wait! " said Joan. « Did yo' tak' it ? " 

" What would yo' ha' me do ? " restlessly. " Theer wai 
no harm " 

•* Ha' yo' getten it on yo' ? " interrupting her again. 

" Aye," stopping to look up questioningly. 

Joan held out her hand. 

** Gi'e it to me," she said, steadily 

Mr. Balph Landsell, who was sitting in his comfortable 
pi ivate parlor at the principal hotel of the little town, was 
disturbed in the enjoyment of his nightly cigar by the 
abiupt announcement of a visitor, — a young woman, who 
surprised him by walking into the room and straight up to 
the table near which he sat. 

She was such a very handsome young woman, with 
her large eyes and finely cut face, and heavy nut-brown 
hair, and, despite her common dress, so very imposing a 
young woman, that the young man was quite startled,— 
especially when she laid upon the table-cloth a little 
package, which he knew had only left his hands half av 
hour before. 

" I ha' browt it back to yo' ; " she said, calmly. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THB PAZKAQB RETUBIfBD. 17^ 

Ho glanced down at the package and then up at her, 
irritated and embarrassed. 

" You have brought it back to me J " he said. '* Mjiy 1 
aak what it is ? " 

** I dunnot think yo' need ask ; but sin' yo' do so, I coe 
ui3wer. It's th' money, Mester Landsell, — ^th' money yo* 
ifjye to poor Lizzie." 

" And may I ask again, what the money I gave to pooi 
Lizzie has to do with you ? " 

" Yo' may ask again, an' I con answer. I am th' poor 
lass's friend, — ^happen th' only friend she has i' th' world, 
— an' I tell yo' as I will na see yo' play her false again," 

" The devil 1 " he broke forth, angrily. " You speak as 
— as if you thought I meant her harm." 

He colored and faltered, even as he spoke. Joan faced 
him with bright and scornful eyes. 

" If yo' dunnot mean her harm, dunnot lead her to 
underhand ways o' deceivin' them as means her well. If 
yo' dunnot mean her harm, tak' yore belongings and leave 
Riggan to-morrow morning." 

He answered her by a short, uneasy laugh. 

" By Jove 1 " he said. " You are a cool hand, young 
woman — ^but you can set your mind at rest. I shall not 
leave Riggan to-morrow morning, as you modestly de- 
mand — not only because I have further business to trans- 
act, but because I choose to remain. I shall not make 
any absurd promises about not seeing Lizzie, which, it 
Eeems to me, is more my business than yours, under the 
uircumstances — and I shall not take the money back." 

"Yo'wiUnaJ" 

"N<sIwillnot" 

"Very well. I ha' no more to say," and she went oal 
f the room, leaving the package lying upon the table 
8* 
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When she reached home, Liz was still sitting as she bac 
left her, and she looked up tearful and impatient 

"Well?" she said. 

" He has th' money," was Joan's answer, " an' he ha' 
shown me as he is a villain." 

She came and stood near the girl, a strong emotion in 
her half pitying, half appealing look, 

^^ Lizzie^ lass I " she said. ^^ Tha mun listen to me, — tha 
mun. Tha mun mak' me a promise before tha tak's thy 
ehoild upo' thy breast to-neet." 

" I dunnot care," protested Liz, weeping fretfully. " I 
dunnot care what I do. It's aw as bad as ivver now. 1 
dunnot care for nowt. Iwerybody's at me — ^noan on yo' 
will let me a-be. What wi' first one an' then another I'm 
a'most drove wild." 

" GkKi help thee I " said Joan with a heavy sigh, " 1 
dunnot mean to be hard, lass, but yo' mun promise me. 
It is na mich, Lizzie, if — if things is na worse wi' yo' than 
I would ivver believe. Yo're safe so far : promise me as 
yo' will na run i' danger — promise me as yo' will na see 
that man again, that yo'U keep out o' his way till be leat vg g 
Riggan." ^ 

" I'll promise owt," cried Liz. " I dunnot care, I tell 
yo\ I'll promise owt yo'll ax, if jd'U let me a-be," and 
the liid her &») upon hei ains and wept ale ad. 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



CHAPTER XXVTT 
sAioiY obaddook's ^^ mannt-snbib/' 

At '. :ja'. twice a week Jud Bates made a pilgrimage U 
iiAviiand Park. Having l)een enlightened to the extent 
of two or three chapters of " Robinson Crusoe," Sammy 
Oraddock was athirst for more. He regarded the adven- 
tures of the hero as valuable information from foreign 
shores, as information that might be used in political 
debates, and brought forth on state occasions to floor a 
presumptuous antagonist Accordingly, he held out in- 
ducements to Jud such as the boy was not likely to think 
lightly of. A penny a night, and a good supper for him- 
self and Nib, held solid attractions for Jud, and at this 
salary he found himself engaged in the character of what 
" Owd Sammy " called " a manny-ensis." 

" What's that theer ? " inquired Mrs. Craddock on fii-st 
hearing this imposing title. " A manny — what ? " 

"A manny-ensis, owd lass," said Sammy, chuckling. 
" Did tha ivver hear o' a private gentleman as had na a 
manny «nsis?" 

" Nay. I know nowt about thy manny-ensisses, an' Pll 
warrant tha does na know what such loike is thysen." 

^ It means a power o' things," answered Sammy ; " a 
|iOwer o' things. It's a word as is comprehensive, as they 
ea' it, an' it's one as will do as well as any fur th' lad. A 
rnaimy-ensis ! " and manny-ensis it remained. 

Surely the adventures of the island-solitary had nevei 
given such satisfaction as they gave in the cheerv house 
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room of the lodge. Sammy listened to them over nmner 
3U8 pipes, with a respect for literature such as had nevei 
before been engendered in his mind by the most imposiii^r 
lisplay of bindings. 

" I've alius thowt as th' newspaper wur enow fur a moii 
to tackle," he would say, reflectively ; " but iheer's sum- 
^at outside o' th' newspapers. I nivver seed a paper ai 
had owt in it about desert islands, let alone canny bles." 

" Canny bles, indeed 1 " replied Mrs. Craddcck, whc 
was occasionally one of the audience. ^^ I conna mak' no 
sense out o' thee an' thy cannybles. I wonder they are 
na' shamt o' theirsens, goin' about wi'out so mich as a 
hat on, an' eatin' each other, as if there wur na a bit o' 
good victual i' th' place. I wonder th' Queen dunnot 
put a stop to it hersen if th' parlyment ha' not gotten 
the sense to do it. It's noan respectable, let alone Chris- 
tian." 

" Eh I " said Sammy ; « but tha'rt i' a muddle. Th'dst 
alius be i' a muddle if I'd let thee mak' things out thysen 
an' noan explain 'em to thee. Does tha think aw this 
here happent i' England ? It wur i' f urrin lands, owd 
wench, i' a desert island i' th' midst o' th' sea." 

" Well, I wur hopin' it wur na i' Lancashire, I mun 
sayl" 

" Lancashire I Why, it happent further off nor Lunnon, 
i' a pUce as it's loike th' Queen has niwer seed nor heerd 
leU en." 

The old woman looked dubious, if not disapproving 
(l place that was net in Lancashire, and that the Queen 
had nothing to do with, was, to her, a place quite " ofl 
color." 

" Well ! well ! " she resumed, with the manner of as 
oubellever, " thee go on thy way readin' if tha erm tuV 
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comfort i' it. But I mun say again as it does na sound 
Christian to me. Tliat's the least I ctLO say on't." 

" Tha'rt slow i' understanding, owd lass,'' was her hus 
band's tolerant comment. " Tha does na know enow o' 
litteiytoor to appreciate. Th' female intylect is na 
strong at th' best, an' tha niwer wur more than ordinary. 
Get into it, Manny-ensis. It's getten late, and I'm fain t< 
hear more about th' mon Friday, an' how th' pooi chap 
managed." 

Both reader and audience were so full of interest that 
Jud's story was prolonged beyond the usual hour. But 
to the boy, this was a matter of small consequence. He 
had tramped the woods too often with Nib for a compan- 
ion to feel fear at any time. He had slept under a hedge 
many a night from choice, and had enjoyed his blumber 
like a young vagabond, as he was. 

He set out on this occasion in high good humor. There 
were no clouds to hide the stars ; he had had an excellent 
supper, and he had enjoyed his evening. He trudged along 
cheerily, his enjoyment as yet unabated. The trees and 
hedges, half stripped of their leaves, were so suggestive of 
birds' nests, that now and then he stepped aside to exam- 
ine them more closely. The nests might be there yet, 
though the birds had flown. Where throstles Jiad built 
this year, it was just possible others might build again, 
and, at any rate, it was as well to know where theii 
liaants had been. So, having objects enough to attract 
liis attention, the boy did not find the way long. He waa 
close upon the mine before he had time to feel fatigue 
possible, and, nearing the mine, he was drawn from hii 
path again by a sudden remembrance brought up by the 
light of a hedge surrounding a field near it» 

" Theor wur a bird as built i' that x*edge i' th' springs' 
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he said. "She wur a new kind. I'd forgotten her. 1 
meaiit to ha' watched her. I wonder if any other felij 
fun her. I'll go an' see if th' nest is theer." 

He crossed the road to the place where he fancied he 
had seen this treasure ; but not being quite certain as to 
the exact spot, he found his search lengthened by tluiF 
»incertainty. 

" It wur here," he said to himself ; " at least I thowl il 
wur. Some chap raun ha' fun it an' tuk it." 

At this moment he paused, as if listening. 

" What's that theer ? " he said. " Theer's acme one or 
th' other side o' th' hedge." 

He had been attracted by the sound of voices — men'fc 
voices*— the voices of men who were evidently crouching 
under the shadow of the hedge on the other side, and 
whose tones in a moment more reached him distinctly 
and were recognized. 

The first was Dan Lowrie's, and before he had heard 
him utter a dozen words, Jud dropped upon his knees and 
laid his hand warningly upon Nib's neck. The dog 
pricked his pointed ears and looked up at him restlessly. 
All the self-control of his nature could scarcely help him 
Id suppress a whine. 

" Them as is feared to stand by Dan Lowrie," said the 
voice, with an oath, " let 'em say so." 

'' Theer's not a mon here as is feart," was the grufi 
answer. 

"Then theer's no need to gab no more," returned 
f/)wrie. " Yo' know what yo' ha' getten to do. To' h«' 
th' vitriol an' th' sticks. Wait yo' fur him at th' second 
comer an' I'll wait at th' first. If he does na tak' one 
turn into th' road he'll tak' th' other, an' so which turn he 
tak's wo'll be ready fur him. Blast him I he'll be flonf 
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^V engineerin' fur a while if ho fa's into my hands^ an 
he'll mak' no more rows about th' Davvies." 

Impatient for the word of command, Nib stirred un 
easily among the dead leaves, and the men heard him 
Not a moment's space was given to the two listeners, oi 
fchey would have saved themselves. There was a smoth- 
ered exclamation from three voices at once, a bui-st of 
profanity, and Dan Lowrie had leaped the low hedge and 
caught Jud by the collar. The man was ghastly with 
rage. He shook the lad until even he himself was breath • 
less. 

"To' young devil!" he cried, hoarsely, "yoVe been 
listenin', ha' yo' ? Nay, theer's no use o' yo' trjdn' to 
brave it out. Yo've done for yorsen, by God I " 

"Let me a-be," said Jud, but he was as pale as hie 
captor. " I wur na doin' thee no harm. I on'y coom tc 
look fur a bird's nest." 

" To' listened," said Lowrie ; " yo' heerd what w« 
said." 

" Let me a-be," was Jud's sullen reply. 

At this moment a man's face rose above the whitethom 
hedge. 

" Who is it? " asked the fellow, in a low voice. 

"A dom'd young rascal as has been eaves-droppin'. 
To' may as well coom out, lads. We've getten to settle 
wi' him, or we'n fun ourselves in th' worst box yet." 

The man scrambled over the hedge without further 
aomment^ and his companion followed him ; and seeing 
who they were, Jud felt that his position was even mere 
dangerous than he fancied at first. The three plotters 
who grouped thenwehes about him were three of the 
most desperate fell' ws in the district — brutal, njvengeful 
vicicnfi, combining all the characteristics cf a bad class 
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The two labt looked at him with evident diicomfort ud 
bewilderment. 

" Here's a pretty go," said one. 

"Aye, by th Lord Harry 1" added the othei, "Htw 
long's he bin here I " 

^^ How long'st bin he:e t " demanded Lowrie, with an 
other shake. 

" Long enow to look fur a bird's nest an' not find it," 
said Jad, trying to speak stoutly. 

The three exchanged glances and oaths. 

"He^s heerd irrery word," said Lowrie, in a savage 
answer. 

There was a moment's silence, and then Lowrie broke 
out again. 

"Theer's on'y one road to stop his gab," he said. 
" Pitch him into th' mine, an' be dom'd to him. He shall 
na spoil th' job, if I ha' to swing fur it." 

Nib gave a low whine, and Jud's heart leaped within 
him. Every lad in Eiggan knew Dan Lowrie and feared 
bim. There was not a soul within heai'ing, and people 
were not fond of visiting the mine at night, so if they 
chose to dispose of him in any way, they would have time 
and opportunity to do it without risk of being interfered 
with. But it happened that upon the present occasion 
Lowrie's friends were not as heated as himself. It was 
not a strictly pei-sonal grudge they were going to settle, 
and consequently some remnant of humanity got the bet- 
ter of them. 

" Nay," said the youngest, " one's enow." 

^' Nay," Lowrie put in ; " one's not enow fur me, if 
theer's another as is goin' to meddle. Summat's ^tte:a 
to be done, an' done quick." 

"Mak' him promise to keep his rioutb shut," snff 
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gested No. 3. ^^ He'll do it sooner nor get hiaBen into 
trouble.'' 

" Wilt ta i " demanded the young one. 

Jud looked up at him. He had the stubborn North coun^ 
try blood in him, and the North country courage. Having 
heard what he had, he was sharp enough tc comprehend 
all. There was only one engineer whom Lowrie could hav< 
a grudge against, and that one was Derrick. They were 
going to work some harm against " Mester Derrick," who 
was his friend and Miss Anice's. 

**Wilt ta i " repeated his questioner, feeling quite sure of 
him. The youth of Kiggan were generally ready enough 
for mischief, and troubled by no scruples of conscience, 
80 the answer he received took him by surprise. 

«Nay,!' said Jud, « I will na." 

"Thawillnai" 

"Nay.'' 

The fellow fell back a step or two to stare at him. 

" Well, tha'i-t a plucky one at ony rate," he growled, 
discomfited. 

Jud stood his ground. 

" Mester Derrick's bin good to me," he said, " an' he's 
bin good to Nib. Th' rest o'yo' ha' a kick fur Nib when- 
ivver he gits i' yore way ; but he niwer so much as spoke 
rough to him. He's gin me a penny more nor onct to buy 
him summat to eat. Chuck me down the shaft, if yo^ 
w ant tc." 

Though he scarcely believed they would take him at 
bis word, since the two were somewhat in his favor, it 
WAi3 a courageous thing to say. If his fate had rested in 
Lowrie's hands alone, heaven knows what the result might 
have been ; but having the ethers to contend with, he was 
safe so far. But there was not much time to ^oee, and 
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eyon the less interested parties to the transgression bad i 
stolid determination to stand by their comrade. There 
was a Lurried consultation held in undertones, and ther 
the youngest man bent suddenly, and, with a short laugh 
caught Nib in his arms. He was vicious enough to tak€ 
a pleasure in playing tormentor, if in his cooler moods he 
held back from committing actual crime. 

"Tha'rt a placky young devil," he said; "but tha'a 
getten to swear to howd thy tongue between thy teeth, an 
if tha wunnot do it fur thy own sake, happen dia will ha 
th' dog's." 

"What art tha goin' to do wi' him?" cried Jud, trem- 
bling. " He has na done yo* no hurt.'' 

" We're goin' to howd him over th' shaft a minnit till tha 
mak's up thy mind. Bring th' young chap along, lads." 

He had not struggled before, but he began to struggle 
now with all his strength. He grew liot and cold by turns. 
It might not be safe to kill him ; but it would be safe 
enough to kill Nib. 

" Let me a-be," he cried. " Let that theer dog loose. 
Nib, Nib, — seize him, lad 1 " 

" Put thy hond over his mouth," said the young man. 

And so Jud was half dragged, half carried to the shaft 
It was as useless for him to struggle as it was for Nib. 
Both were powerless. But Jud's efforts to free himself 
were so frantic that the men laughed, — Lowrie grimly, 
the other two with a kind of malicious enjoyment of the 
grotesqueness of the situation. 

" Set him down, but keep him quiet," was the command 
given when they reached the pit's side. 

The next instant a dreadful cry was smothered in the 
boy's grappled throat. They were leaning against the 
••ail and holding Nib over the black abyss. 
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*• Wilt ta promise ? " he was asked. " Tha may lot hira 
«l>eak, Lowrie ; he canna mak' foak hear." 

Nib looked down into I he blackness, and broke into a 
rerrifi':? whine, turning his head toward his master. 

" I — I- -conna promise," said Jud ; but he burst into 
tcais. 

'' Let th' dog go," said Lowrie. 

" Try him again. Wilt ta promise, or mun we let th' dog 
go, lad i We're noan goin' to do th' chap ony great harm ; 
we're on'y goin' to play him a trick to pay him back fur 
his cheek.'* 

Jud looked at Nib 

" Lowrie said yc * had vitriol and knob-sticks," he fal- 
tered. " Yo' dunnat play tricks wi' ihemP 

" Yo' see how much he's heerd," said Lowrie. " He'll 
noan promise." 

The one <vho held the dog was evidently losing patience. 

" Say yetf or no, yo' young devil," he said, and he made 
a threatening gesture. " We conna stand here aw neet. 
Promise ta will na tell mon, woman, nor choild, what tha 
heerd us 6ay. When I say * three,' I'll drop th' dog. 
One^ — two — " 

The look of almost human terror in Nib's eyes was too 
much for his master. Desperation filled him. He could 
not sacrifice Nib — ^he could not sacrifice the man who had 
been Nib'fl friend ; but ho might make a sort of sacrifice 
•>f himself to both. 

« Stop 1 " he cried « I'll promise yo'." 

He had saved Nib, but there was some parleying before 
he was set free, notwithstanding his promise to be silent. 
But for the fact that he was under the control of the 
others for the time being, Lowrie would have resorted tc 
harsher precautions ; but possibly influenced by a touch 
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of admiration for the lad, the yoangest man held out 
against his companions. They wrangled together for a 
few minutes, and then Nib was handed over. 

"Here, cut an' run, tha young beggar," said the 
fellow who had stood by him, " an' dnnnot let's hear onj 
more on thee. If we do, it'll be worse fur thee an' tb' 
dog too. So look out." 

Jud did not wait for a second command. The instant 
he felt Nib in his arms, he scudded over the bare space 
of ground before him at his best speed. They should not 
have time to repent their decision. If the men had seen 
his face, they might not have felt so safe. But the truth 
was, they were reckoning upon Jud Bates as they would 
have reckoned upon any other young Riggan rascal of hifl 
age. After all, it was not so much his promise they relied 
on as Ilia wholesome fear of the consequences of its being 
broken. It was not a matter (»f honor but of dread. 
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WABNED. 

It was even later than usnal this evening when Fergns 
Deriick left the rectory. When Mr. Barholm was in his 
talkative mood, it was not easy for him to break away. 
So Derrick was fain to listen and linger, and then suppei 
was brought in and he was detained again, and at eleven 
o'clock Mr. Barholm suddenly hit upon a new topic. 

** By the bye," he said, " where is that fellow, Lowrie ? 
I thought he had left Riggan." 

" He did leave Riggan," answered Derrick. 

" So I heard," returned the rector, " and I suppose 1 
was mistaken in fancying I caught sight of him to-day. 
I dou't know the man very well and I might easily be 
deceived. But where is he t " 

" I think," said Derrick, quietly, " that he is in Riggan. 
I am not of the opinion that you were mistaken at all, I 
am sure he is here, but for reasons of his own he is keep- 
ing himself quiet. I know him too well to be deceived 
by any fancied resemblance." 

" But what are his reasons 1 " was the next question. 
' That looks bad, you know. He belongs to a bad crew." 

" Bad enough," said Derrick. 

^ Is it a grudge) He is just the rascal to bear » 
grudge." 

" Yes," said Derrick. " It is a grudge against wi^." 

He looked up then across the table at Anice and smiled 
reassuringly. 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



190 THAT LABS O L0WRIW8. 

^ You did not tell us that you had seen hiiri," she said 

* No. You think I ought to be afraid of him, and 1 
am too vain to like to admit the possibility that it would 
be better to fear any man, even a Riggan collier." 

*^ But such a man 1 " put ir. Mrs. Barholm. " It oecms 
to me he is a man to be feared." 

" I cai. thrash him," said Derrick. He could not help 
feeling some enjoyment in this certainty. " I did thraoh 
him upon one occasion, you know, and a single comba* 
with a fellow of that kind is ofteuer than not decisive." 

" Yes," said the rector, " that is the principal cause of 
his grudge, I think. He might forgive you for getting 
him into trouble, but he will never forgive you for thrash- 
iup^ him." 

They were still sitting at the table discussing the mat 
ter, when Anice, who sat opposite a window, rose from 
her seat, and crossing the room to it, drew aside the cur- 
tain and looked out. 

" There was somebody there," she said, in answer tc 
the questioning in the faces of her companions. " There 
was a face pressed close against the glass for a minute, 
and I am sure it was Jud Bates." 

Derrick sprang from his chair. To his mind, it did 
not appear at all unlikely that Jud Bates bad mischief in 
hand. There were apples enough in the rectory garden 
to be a sore trial to youthful virtue. 

He opened the door and stepped into the night, and in 
a short time a sharp familiar yelp fell upon the ears oi 
the lifltenei*8. Almost immediately after. Derrick returned, 
boiling the trespasser by the arm. 

It was Jud Bates, but he did not look exactly like a 
convicted culprit, though his appearance 'vas disordered 
»4ioagh. He was pale and out of breath, he had no cap 
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mi, and he wbb balding Ilib, panting and excited, in liia 
arms. 

" Jud," exclaimed Anice, *^what have you been doing? 
Why did yon come to the window ? " 

Jnd drew Nib closer, and turned, if possible, a trifle 
paler. 

" I coom," he said, tremulously, " to look in '* 

Nobody smiled. 

" To look in ? " said Anice. " Why, whom did yon 
want to see ! " 

Jud jerked his elbow at Derrick. 

" It was Aim," he answered. " T wanted to see if he 
had gone home yet" 

" But why ! " she asked again. 

He shuffled his feet uneasily and his eyes fell. He 
looked down at Nib's head and faltered. 

« I — " he said. " I wanted to stop him. I — ^I dunnot 

know " And then the rest came in a burst. " He 

munnot go," he cried, trembling afresh. " He mun keep 
away frtf th' Knoll Eoad.'' 

lie party exchanged glances. 

" There is mischief in hand," said Mr. Barholm ; " that 
is plain enough." 

" He munnot go," persisted Jud ; " he mun keep away 
fro' th' Knoll Eoad. I'm gettin! myself i' trouble," he 
added, the indifference of despair in his pale face. " If 
I'm fun out they'll mill me." 

Derrick stepped aside into the hall and returned witli 
his hat in his hand. He looked roused and determined. 

" There are two or three stout colliers in Eiggan who 
are my friends, I think," he said, " and I am going to ask 
them to face the Knoll Eoad with me. I should like to 
settle thi-* matter to-night. If I give these fellows the 
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chance to attack me, they will be the more easily diipoeed 
of. A few years in jail might have a salutary effect upon 
Lowrie." 

In his mcmentary heat, he forgot all bnt the strife into 
which he was forced. He did not question Jud closely- 
He knew Eiggan and the mining districts too well not to 
baye a clear enongh idea of what means of vengeance 
wonld be employed. 

i>Tit when he got ont into the night he had not gone 
many yards before a new thought flashed upon him, aiid 
quickened his pulse. It wa& not a pleasant thought be 
cause it checked him, and he was in a mood to feel 
impatient of a check. But he could not throw it off 
There arose within his mind a picture of a silent room in 
a cottage, — of a girl sitting by the hearth. lie seemed to 
see quite clearly the bent head, the handsome face, the 
sad eyes. He had a fancy that Liz was not with her ta 
night, that the silence of the room was only broken by the 
soft breathing of the child upon Joan's knee. 

He stopped with an impatient gesture. 

" What was I thinking of ? " he demanded of himself, 
'^to have forgotten her^ and what my madness would 
bring upon her ! I am a selfish fool 1 Let it go. I will 
give it up. I will stay in Eiggan for the future — it will 
not be long, and she need torture herself no more. I will 
give it up. Let them think I ara afraid to face him. I 
am afraid --afraid to wound the woman I-^ye(»— th« 
woman 1 2cni€." 
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LYING m WATT. 

Lis crept close to the window and lookud down tbje road. 
At this time of the year it was not often that the sun sot 
in as fair a sky. In October, Riggan generally shut its 
doors agamst damps and mist, and turned toward its fire 
when it had one. And yet Liz had hardly seen that the 
Bun had shone at all to-day. Still, seeing her face, a 
passer-by would not have fancied that she was chilled. 
There was a flush upon her cheeks, and her eyes were 
more than usually bright She was watching for Joan 
with a restless eagerness. 

" She's late," she said. " I mought ha' knowed she'd 
be late. I wisht she'd coom — I do. An' yet — ^an' yet I'm 
f eart. I wisht it wur over ; " and she twisted her fingers 
together nervously. 

She had laid the child upon the bed, and presently it 
roused her with a cry. She went to it, took it up into 
her arms, and, carrying it to the fire, sat down. 

" Why couldn't tha stay asleep ? " she said. " I nivvei 
seed a choild loike thee." 

But the next minute, the little creature whimpering 
•he bent down in impatient repentance and kissed it 
?rhimpering too. 

" Dunnot," she said. " I conna bear to hear the© 
Hnsh, thee 1 tha goes on a? if tha knew. Eh 1 but 1 muD 
be a bad lass. Ay, I'm bad through an' through, an' I 
corna be no worse nor I am." 
d 
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She did not kiss the child again, but held it in hoi listleai! 
way even after it fell asleep. She rested an elbow on hei 
knee and her chin upon her hand while her tearful eyei 
learched the fire, and thus Joan found hei when she camp 
ID at dusk. 

" Tha'rt late again, Joan," she said. 

" Ay," Joan answered, " I'm late." 

She laid her things aside and came to the fire-light 
The little one always won her first attention when shf 
came from her day's labor. 

" Has she been f rettin' ! " she asked. 

" Ay," said Liz, " she's done nowt else but fret lately. 
I dunnot know what ails her." 

She was in Joan's arms by this time and Joan stood 
looking at the puny face. 

" She is na well," she said in a low voice. " She has 
pain as we know nowt on, poor little lass. We conna help 
her, or bear it fur her. We would if we could, little un," 
— as if she forgot Liz's presence. 

" Joan," Liz faltered, " what if yo were to lose her ? " 

" I hope I shanna. I hope I shanna." 

" Yo' could na bear it ? " 

" Theer is na mich as we conna bear." 

" That's true enow," said Liz. " I wish f oak could dee 
o' trouble." 

"Theer's more nor yo' has wished th' same," Joan an- 
swered. 

She thought afterward of the girl's words and remera 
bered how she looked wheu she uttered them, — ^her piteoui 
eyes resting on the embers, her weak little mouth quiver- 
ing, her smal hands at work, — but when she heara 
them, she only recognized in them a new touch of the old 
petulance to which she had become used. 
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Joan went about her usual tasks, holding the baby it 
her arms. She prepared the evening meal with Liz's assist- 
ance and they sat down to eat it together. But Liz had 
little appetite. Indeed neither of them ate much and both 
were more than usually silent. A shadow of reserve 
had lately fallen between them. 

After the meal was ended they drew their seats to the 
hearth again, and Liz went back to her brooding over the 
fire. Joan, lulling the child, sat and watched her. All 
Liz's beauty had returned to her. Her soft, rough hair was 
twisted into a curly knot upon her small head, her pretty, 
babyish face was at its best of bloom and expression — ^that 
absent, subdued look was becoming to her. 

"Theer's honest men as mought ha' loved her," said Joan, 
inwardly. " Theer's honest men as would ha' made her 
life happy." 

It was just as she was thinking this that Liz turned 
round to her : 

" If she lived to be a woman," with a gesture toward the 
child ; " if she lived to be a woman, do yo' think as she'd 
remember me if — if owt should happen to me now ? " 

"I conna tell," Joan answered, "but I'd try to mak' 
her." 

" Would yo' ! " and then she dropped her f aoe upon her 
hands. " It ud be best if she'd forget me," she said. " II 
ud be best if she'd forget me." 

*' Nay, liz," said Joan. " Tha'rt out o' soarts." 

" Ay, I am," said the girl, " an' I need be. Eh, Joan I 
tha'rt a good wench. I wish I wur loike thee." 

" Tha need na, lass." 

" But I do. Tha'd nivver go wrong i' th' world. N"owt 
eould mak' thee go wrong. Tha'rt so strong like. Ar. 
tha':t patient, too, Joan, an' noan loike the rest o' woiivm* 
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1 dnnnot think — ^if owt war to happen me lo\^— as tha'd 
ha' hard thowts o' me. Wouldst tixa % " wistfully. 

" Nay, lass. Tye been fond o' tliee, an' aorry fur thee 
and if tha wu^ to dee tha inayst inak' sure I'd noaa \^ 
bard on thoo But tha art iia goii^ to dee, I hope." 

To her surprise the girl caught her liand, and, pulling 
it down npon her knee, laid her cheek against it and burst 
into tears. 

" I dunnot know ; I mought, or — or — summat Bnl 
nivver tha turn agen me, Joan, — ^nivver tha hate me. I 
am na loike thee, — I wur na made loike thee. I conna 
stand up agen things, but I dunnot think as I'm so bad as 
foaks say 1 " 

When this impassioned mood passed away, she was 
silent again for a long time. The baby fell asleep upon 
Joan's breast, but she did not move it, — she liked to feel 
it resting there ; its close presence always seemed to bring 
her peace. At length, however, Liz spoke once more. 

" Wheer wur thy fey ther goin' wi' Spring an' Braddy ? '* 
she asked. 

Joan turned a pale face toward her. 

" Wheer did yo' see him wi' Spring an' Braddy % " 

" Here," was Liz's reply. " He wur here this afternoon 
wi' em. They did na coom in, though, — they waited i' th' 
road, whiU he went i' th' back room theer fur snmmaL 1 
think it wur a bottle. It wur that he coom fur, I knoWj 
tor I heerd Braddy say to him, * Hast getten it? ' an' (hj 
feyther said, * Ay,' an' th' other two laughed as if they wui 
on a spree o' some soart" 

Joan rose from her chair, white and shaking. 

" Tak' th' choild," she said, hoarsely. " P m goin' out.' 

" Out I " cried Liz. " Nay, dunnot go out What a'b 
thee, Joan ? " 
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" 1 ha' Bummat to do," said Joan. " Stay tha here with 
th' choild." And almost before she finished speaking sli€ 
was gone, and the door had closed behind her. 

There would be three of them against one man. She 
«^alked faster as she thought of it, and her breath was 
Irawn heavily. 

Lowrie bent down in his hiding-place, smiling grimly 
He knelt upon the grass behind a hedge at the road-side. 
He had reached the place a quarter of an hour before, and 
he had chosen his position as coolly as if he had been sit- 
ting down to take his tramp dinner in the shade. There 
was a gap in the hedge and he must not be too near to it or 
too far from it. It would be easier to rush through this 
gap than to leap the hedge ; but he must not risk being seen. 
The corner where the other men lay concealed was not far 
above him. It was only a matter of a few yards, but if he 
stood to wait at one turn and the engineer took the other, 
the game would escape. So he had placed his comrades at 
the second, and he had taken the first. 

" I'd loike to ha' th' first yammer at him," he had said, 
savagely. " Yo' can coom when yo' hear me." 

As he waited by the hedge, he put his hand out stealthily 
toward his "knob-stick" and drew it nearer, saying to 
himself: 

" When I ha' done settlin' wi' him fur mysen, I shall ha' 
a bit o' an account to settle fur her. If it's his good looka 
as she's takken wi', she'll be noan so fond on him when slie 
Bees him next, I'll warrant." 

He had hit upon the greater villainy of stoppmg short 
of murder, --if he could contain himself when the time 
?Ame. 

kt this irstant a tiound reached his ea *8 which caused 
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him to start He bent forward slightly toward the gap U 
listen. Theie were footsteps upon the road above him — 
footsteps that souLied familiar. Cloads had drifted acrosi 
the sky and darkened it, but he had heard that tread too 
<;ften to mistake it now when every nerve was strung to 
its highest tension. A cold sweat broke out upon him in 
the impotence of his wrath. 

"It's th' lass hersen," he said. "She's heerd summat, 
an' she's as good as her word 1 " — with an oath. 

He got up and stood a second trembling with rage. 
He drew his sleeve across his forehead and wiped away 
the sweat, and then turned round sharply. 

" I'll creep up th' road an' meet her afore she reaches 
th' first place," he panted. " If she sees th' lads, it's aw 
up wi' us. I'll teach her summat as she'll noan forget." 

He was out into the Knoll Eoad in a minute more. 

"I'll teach her to go agen me," he muttered. "I'll 

teach her, by " But the sentence was never ended. 

There was a mrurmur he did not understand, a rush, a 
heavy rain of bloirs, a dash of something in his face 
that scorched like liquid fire, and with a shriek, lie fell 
writhing. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

THE BLIP OF PAPER. 

A MINUTE ater there rushed past Joan, hi the darkneeBj 
two n?en, — etumbling and cursing as they went, out of 
breath, horror-stricken and running at the top of theii 
speed. 

" It wur Lowrie hissen, by 1 " she heard one say, afl 

he dashed by. 

" Feyther ! Fey ther, wheer are yo' ! Feyther, are yo' 
nigh me ? " she cried, for she heard both the blows and the 
shriek. 

But there came no answer to her ear. The rapid feet 
beating upon the road, their echo dying in the distance, 
made the only sound that broke the stillness. There was 
not even a groan. Yet a few paces from her, lay a bat- 
tered, bleeding form. There was no starlight now, she 
could see only the vague outline of the figure, which might 
be that of either one man or the other. For an instant, the 
similarity in stature which had deceived his blundering 
companions, deceived her also ; but when she knelt down 
and touched the shoulder, she knew it was not the master 
who lay before her. 

^ It's feyther hissen," she said, and then she drew away 
her hand, shuddering. "It's wet wi' blood," she said 
"It's wet wi' blood 1" 

He did not hear her when she spoke ; he was net oon- 
scions that she tried to raise him ; his head hung forward 
when she lifted him; he lay heavily, and withe ut motioii| 
upon her arms. 
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" They ha' killed him 1 " she said. " How is it, as it ii 
ua him t " 

There was neither light nor help nearer than "Th€ 
Ciown " itself, and when her brain became clearer, slie 
lemembered this. Without light and assistance, she oonid 
do nothing; she could not even see what ha.ft he had sa» 
tained. Dead or dying, he must lie here until she had 
rime to get help. 

She took off her shawl, and folding it, laid his head 
gently upon it. Then she put her lips to his ear. 

" Feyther," she said, " I'm goin' to bring help to thee. 
If tha con hear me, stir thy bond." 

He did not stir it, so she disengaged her arm as ge;itly 
as possible, and, rising to her feet, went on her way. 

There were half a dozen men in the bar-room when she 
pushed the door inward and stood upon the threshold. 
They looked up in amazement. 

" Those on yo' as want to help a deeing mon," she said, 
"come wi' me. My feyther's lyin' in the Knoll Road, 
done to death." 

All were astir in a moment. Lanterns and other neces- 
saries were provided, and bee ing one of these lantema 
herself, Joan led the way. 

As she stepped out onto the pavement, a man was pass- 
ing, and, attracted by the confusion, turned to the crowd : 

" What is the matter ? " he asked. 

"There's a mon been killed up on th' Knoll Eoad," 
answered one of the colliers. "It's this lass's feythef; 
Dan lowrie." 

The man strode into the light and showed an agitated 
[ace. 

" Killed ! ' he said, " Dan Ix>wrie I " 

It was Fergus Derrick. 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



THE SLIP OF PAPER. 201 

He recognized Joan immediately, and went to her. 

" For pity's sake," he exclaimed, " don't go with them 
If what they say is true, this is no place for you. Let mi2 
take you home. You ought not " 

" It wur me," interrupted Joan, in a steady voice, " a? 
found him." 

He could not persuade her to remain behind, so he 
walked on by her side. He asked her no questions. He 
knew enough to understand that his enemy had reaped thf^ 
whirlwind he had himself sown. 

It was he who knelt first by the side of the prostrate 
man, holding the lantern above the almost unrecognizable 
face. Then he would have raised the lifeless hand, but 
Joan, who had bent down near him, stopped him with a 
quick move. 

" Dunnot do that,'* she faltered, and when he looked 
up in surprise, he comprehended her meaning, even before 
she added, in a passionate undertone, the miserable words : 

" Ther's blood on it, as might ha' bin yore own." 

" Theer's a bottle here," some one cried out suddenly. 
" A bottle as I just set my foot on. Chaps, theer's been 
ntriol throwed." 

" Ay," cried another, " so theer has ; chaps, look yo' here. 
Th' villains has vitrioled him." 

They laid him upon the shutter they had brought, and 
carried him homeward. Joan and Derrick were nearest 
to him as they walked. 

They were not far from the cottage, and it was not long 
before the light glimmered through the window upon them 
Seeing it, Joan turned to Den^ick suddenly. 

" I mnn hurry on before," she said. " I mun go and 
say a word to Liz. Comin' aw at onct th soight ud f eaj 
hor** 

9* 
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Beaching the honse, she pushed the door open and weni 
ilia. Everything was so quiet that she fancied the gin 
must have gone to bed. 

"Liz," she said aloud. "Liz!'' 

Her voice fell with an echoing sound upon the sileni 
room. She iDoked at the bed and saw the child lying there 
asleep. Liz was not with it She passed quickly into the 
room adjoining and glanced around. It was empty. Moved 
by some impulse she went back to the bed, and in bending 
over the child, saw a slip of paper pinned upon its breast 
and upon this paper Joan read, in the sprawling, uncer 
tain hand she knew so well : 

" Dunnot be hard on me^ Joan^ chmtiot — Good-bye ! " 

When Derrick entered the door, he found Joan standing 
alone in the center of the rocm, holding the scrap of piper 
in her hand. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

THB LAST BLOW. 

** Hk Wb^i live " the doctor said to Dei rick. " He'a not 
tbe man to get over such injuries, powerful as lie lookB. 
He lias been a reckless, drunken brute, and what with thf 
shock and reaction nothing will save him. The clumsy 
rascals who attacked him meant to do him harm enough, 
but they have done him more than they intended, or at 
least the man's antecedents will help them to a result they 
may not have aimed at. We may as well tell the girl, 
I suppose — fine creature, that girl, by the way. She won't 
have any sentimental regrets. It's a good riddance for 
her, to judge from what I know of them." 

" I will tell her," said Derrick. 

She listened to him with no greater show of emotion 
than an increased pallor. She remembered the wounded 
man only as a bad husband and a bad father. Her life 
would have been less hard to bear if he had died years ago, 
but now that death stood near him, a miserable sense of 
desolateness fell upon her, inconsistent as su(;h a feeling 
might seem. 

The village was full of excitement during this week 
Everybody wa& ready with suggestions and conjectures, 
everybody wanted to account for the assault. At first there 
Beeraed no accounting for it at all, but at length some one 
recollected that Lowrie had been last seen with Spring 
and Bniddy. Tliey had " gotten up a row betwixt their 
nens, and t'others had punsed him." 
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The greatest mystery was the use of vitriol. It oould 
only be decided that it had not been an ordinary case oi 
neighborly " pausing," and that there must have been « 
"grudge" in the matter. Spring and Braddy had disap- 
peared, and all efforts to discover their whereabouts wore 
niiavailing. 

On the subject of Liz's flight J( an was silent, but it did 
not remain a secret many hours. A collier's wife had seen 
her standing, crying, and holding a little bundle on hei 
arm at the comer of a lane, and having been curious enough 
to watch, had also seen Landsell join her a few minutes 
later. 

" She wur whimperin' afore he coom," said the woman. 
" but she cried i' good earnest when he spoke to her, an* 
talked to him an' hung back as if she could na mak' u]i 
her moind whether to go or no. She wur a soft thing, 
that wench, it wur alius whichivver way th' wind blowed 
wi' her. T could nivver see what that lass o' Lowrie's 
wanted wi' her. Now she's getten th' choild on her 
bonds." 

The double shock had numbed Joan. She went about 
the place and waited upon her father in a dull, mechani- 
cal way. She said but little to the curious crowd, who, on 
pretense of being neighborly, flocked to the house. S]i€ 
even had very little to say to Anice. Perhaps after all, 
her affection for poor Liz had been a stronger one than 
she had thought. 

" I think," Grace said gently to Anice, " that she doca 
not exactly need us yet." 

He made the remark in the rectoi*'s presence and the 
Reveier.i Harold did not agree with him. 

"I am convinced that you are mistaken, Grace," h€ 
gaid. "You are a little too — well, too delicately meta 
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physical for these people. You have sensiiive fancies 
about them, and they are not a sensitive class. What 
they want is good strong doctrine, and a certain cegreft 
of wholesome frankness. They need teaching. That 
young woman, now -it seems to me that this is the time 
to rouse her to a sense of her — her moral condition. She 
ought to be roused, and so ought the man. It is a great 
pity that he is unconscious.'' 

Of Joan's strange confession of faith, Anice had told 
him something, but he had been rather inclined to pro- 
nounce it " emotional," and somehow or other could not 
quite divest himself of the idea that she needed the special 
guidance of a well-balanced and experienced mind. Tlie 
well-balanced and experienced mind in view was his own, 
though of course he was not aware of the fact that hf» 
would not have been satisfied with that of any other in- 
dividual. He was all the more disinclined to believe in 
Joan's conversion because his interviews with her continued 
to be as unsatisfactory as ever. Her manner had altered ; 
she had toned down somewhat, but she still caused him 
to feel ill at ease. If she did not defy him any longer or 
set his teachings at naught, her grave eyes, resting on hini 
silently, had sometimes the effect of making his words 
fail him ; which was a novel experience with the rector. 

In a few days Lowrie began to sink visibly. As the 
doctor predicted, the reaction was powerful, andreraedieB 
were of no avail. He lay upon the bed, at tirr.es uncon- 
cious, at times tossing to and fro in delirium. Daring 
her watching at the bedside, Joan learned the truth. 
Sometimes he fancied himself tramping the Knoll Eoad 
homeward through the rain^ an J then he muttered sullenly 
of the " day " that was coming to him, and the v^ngeanct 

4| Digitized by C^OOQ IC 



806 THAT LASa Q LOWSIB'S. 

be was retaming to take ; Bometimos he went through tin 
Bcene vith Joan herself, and again, he waited behind tlie 
liedge for his enemy, one moment exultant, the nextsthv 
iug to struggle to his feet with curses upon his lips anc] 
rage in his heart, as he caught the sound of the advancing 
itep^ he knew so well. As he went over these scenes agai n 
and again, it was plain enough to the listener that his ven- 
geance had fallen upon his own head. 

The day after he received his hurts a collier dropped 
into " The Crown" with a heavy stick in his hand. 

" I fun this knob-stick nigh a gap i' th' hedge on th' 
Knoll Road," he said. " It wur na fur fro' wheer they 
fun Lowrie. Ilappen them chaps laid i' wait fur him an* 
it belongs to one o' 'em." 

*^ Let's ha' a look at it," said a young miner, and on its 
being handed to him lie inspected it closely. 

"Why!" he exclaimed. "It's Lowrie's own. 1 seed 
him wi' it th' day afore he wur hurt. I know th' shape o' 
th' knob. How could it ha' coom tbeer ? " 

But nobody could guess. It was taken to Joan and she 
listened to the story without comment. There was no rea- 
son why they should be told what she had already discov 
Bred. 

When Lowrie died, Anice and Grace were in the room 
with Joan. After the fii-st two days the visitors had 
di-opped off. They had satisfied their curiosity. Lowrie 
was not a favorite, and Joan had always seemed to stand 
ipait f r^m her fellows, so they were left to themselves. 

Joan was standing near the bed when there came tohiui 
tus first and last gleam of consciousness. The sun was 
Betting and its farewell glow streaming through the window 
fell upon his disfigured face and sightless eyes. He roused 
himself, moving uneasil^. 
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*• What's up wi' me ? " he muttered. " I conna see — 1 
CO una— " 

Joan stepped forward. 

"Feyther," she said. 

Then memory seemed to return to him. An angrj 
light shot across his face. He flung out his hands and 
groaned : 

" Whatl" he cried, "tha art theer, art tha? " and help- 
less and broken as he was, he wore that moment a look 
Joan had long ago learned to understand. 

" Ay, feyther," she answered. 

It appeared as if, during the few moments in which he 
iay gasping, a full recognition of the fact that he had been 
baffled and beaten after all — that his plotting had been of 
no avail — forced itself upon him. He made an effort to 
speak once or twice and failed, but at last the words came. 

"Tha went agen me, did tha?" he panted. "Dom 
thee I " and with a struggle to summon all his strength, he 
raised himself, groping, struck at her with his clenched 
hand, and failing to reach her, fell forward with his face 
rpon the bed. 

It was all over when they raised him and laid him back 
again. Joan atx)d upright, trembling a little, but oUier* 
wiMoalm. 
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"tuenbd methodyI" 

It had been generally expected that when all was ctbi 
the cottage npon the Knoll Road would be closed and 
deserted, but some secret fancy held Joan to the spot. 
Perhaps the isolation suited her mood ; perhaps the mere 
sense of familiarity gave her comfort. 

" I should na be less lonely any wheer else," she said to 
Anice Barholm. " Theer's more here as I feel near to 
than i' any other place. I ha' no friends, yo' know. As 
to th' choild, I con carry it to Thwaite's wife i' th' raomin' 
when I go to th' pit, an' shell look after it till neet, for a 
trifle. She's getten childem o' her own, and knows their 
ways." 

So she went backward and forward night and morning 
with her little burden in her arms. The child was a frail, 
tiny creature, never strong, and often suffering, and its very 
frailty drew Joan nearer to it It was sadly like Liz, pretty 
and infantine. Many a roigh but experienced mother, 
seeing it, prophesied that its battle with life would be 
brief. With the pretty face, it had inherited also the help- 
loss, irresolute, appealing look. Joan saw this in the 
Imby's eyes sometimes and was startled at its familiarity j 
oven the low, fretted cry had in it something that was 
painfully like its girl-mother's voice. More than once a 
sense of fear had come upon Joan when she heard and 
recognized it. But her love only seemed to strengthes 
^ith her dread. 
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Day by day those who worked with her felt more stronglj 
the change developing bo subtly in the girl. The massive 
beauty which had almost seemed to scorn itself was begin 
iiing to wear a different aspect; the defiant biUerness of 
look and tone was almost a thing of the past ; the rough, 
contemptuous speech was less scathir.g and more mercifal 
when at rare intervals it broke forth. 

" Summat has coom over her," they said among them- 
selves. "Happen it wur trouble. She wur different, 
somehow." 

They were somewhat uneasy under this alteration ; but 
on the whole, the general feeling was by no means un- 
friendly. Time had been when they had known Joan 
F/owrie only as a " lass " who held herself aloof, and yet in 
a manner overruled them ; but in these days more than 
one stunted, overworked girl or woman found her hard 
task rendered easier by Joan's strength and swiftness. 

It was true that his quiet and unremitted efforts had 
smoothed Grace's path to some extent. There were ill- 
used women whom he had helped and comforted ; there 
were neglected children whose lives he had contrived to 
brighten ; there were unbelievers whose scoffing his gen 
tie simplicity and long-suffering had checked a little. He 
could be regarded no longer with contempt in Riggan ; he 
even had his friends there. 

Among those who still mildly jeered at the little parson 
btood foremost, far more through vanity than malice, " Owd 
Sammy Craddock." A couple of months after Lowriea 
death, " Owd Sammy " had sauntered down to the mine 
one day, and was entertaining a group of admirers when 
Grace went by. 

It chanced that, for some reason best krown to himself 
$(&mmy was by no means in a good humor. Someth:nj| 
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had gone wrong at home or abroad, and hid grievance had 
rankled and rendered him unusually contumacious. 

Nearing the group, Grace looked up with a faint but 
kindly smile. 

" Good-morning 1 '* he said ; " a pleasant day, frieada 1 ^ 

" Owd Sammy " glanced down at him with condescend 
ing tolerance. He had been talking himself, and the greet 
ing had broken in upon his eloquence. 

" Which on us," he asked dryly ; " which on us said it 
wnr na?" 

A few paces from the group of idlers Joan Lowrie stood 
at work. Some of the men had noted her presence when 
they lounged by, but in the enjoyment of their gossip, they 
had forgotten her again. She had seen Grace too ; she had 
heard his greeting and the almost brutal laugh that followed 
it ; and, added to this, she had caught a passing glimpse of 
the curate's face. She dropped her work, and, before the 
Istugh had died out, stood up confronting the loungera. 

" If theer is a mon among yo' as he has harmed," she 
said ; " if theer's one among yo' as he's ivver done a wrong 
to, let that mon speak up." 

It was " Owd Sammy " who was the first to recover him- 
self. Probably he remembered the power he prided him- 
self upon wielding over the weaker sex. lie laid aside hig 
pipe for a moment and tried sarcasm, — an adaptation of 
the same sarcasm he had tried upon the curate. 

" Which on us said theer wur? " he asked. 

Joan turned her face, pale with repressed emotion^ 
toward him. 

" There be men here as I would scarce ha' believed 30uld 
ha' had much agen him. I see one mon he re as has a wife 
as lay nigh death a month or so ago, an' it were the parson 
fls went to see her day after day, an' tuk her help and 
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eomfort. Thaer's another mon here as had a little iin tii 
dee, an' when it deed, it wur th' pa^on ae knelt by its 
bed an' held its hond an' talkt to it when it were f cart 
Theer's other men here as had help fro' him as they did 
aa know of, an' it wur help from a mon as wur na fai 
Cro' a-bein' as poor an' hard worked i' his way as they ai'e 
i' theii-s. Happen th' mon I speak on dimnot know much 
ab(Ait th' sick wife, an' deein choild, an' what wur done for 
cm, an' if they dunnot, it's th' parson's fault." 

" Why ! " broke in " Owd Sammy." " Blame me, if tha 
art na turned Methody I Blame me," in amazement, ^^ if 
tha art na ! " 

" Nay," her face softening ; " it is na Methody so much 
Happen I'm tumin' woman, fur I conna abide to see a 
hurt gi'en to them as has na earned it. That wur why I 
spoke. I ha' towd yo' th' truth o' th' little chap yo' jeered 
at an' throw'd his words back to." 

Thus it became among her companions a commonly 
accepted belief that Joan Lowrie had turned " Methody." 
They could find no other solution to her championship of 
the parson. 

" Is it true as tha's j'ined th' Methodys ? " Thwaite's wile 
asked Joan, somewhat nervously. 

She had learned to be fond of the girl, and did not like 
the idea of believing in her defection. 

" No," she answered, " it is na." 

The woman heaved a sigh of relief. 

" [ thowt it wur na," she said. " I towd th' Maxeyi 
AS I did na believe It when they browt th' tale to ma 
They re powerful fond o' tale-bearing', that Maxey lot ' 

Joan stopped in her play with the child. 

^ They dunnot understand," she said, " that's aw. I lia 
u&med to think different, an' believe i' things as I did at 
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086 to believe in. Uappen that's what they mean \f% 
talkin' o' th' Methodys." 

People learned no more of the matter than this. Thej 
felt that in some way Joan had separated herself from 
their .ranks, but they found it troublesome to work theii 
way to any more definite conclusion. 

" Hast heard about that lass o' Lowrie's ? " they said to 
one another ; "hoo's takken a new turn sin' Lowrie deed; 
hoo alius wur a queer-loike, high-handed wench." 

After Lowrie's death, Anice Barholm and Joan were 
oftener together than ever. What had at first been friend- 
ship had gradually become affection. 

" I think," Anice said to Grace, " that Joan must go 
away from here and find a new life." 

" That is the only way," he answered. " In this old one 
there has been nothing but misery for her, and bittemeaa 
and pain." 

Fergus Derrick was sitting at a table turning over a 
book of engravings. He looked up sharply. 

"Where can you find a new life for her? "he asked. 
" And how can you help her to it? One dare not offer 
her even a semblance of assistance." 

They had not spoken to him, but he had heard, as he 
always heard, everything connected with Joan Lowrie. 
He was always restless and eager whore she was concerned. 
A.11 intercourse between them seemed to be at an end. 
Without appearing to make an effort to do so, she kept out 
{jt Ills path. Try as he might, he could not reach her 
At last it had come to this: he was no longer dallying 
upon the brink of a groat and dangerous passion, — it ha^ 
overwhelmed him. 

" One cannot even approach her," he said again. 

Anice regarded him with a shade of pity in her face 
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•• The time is coming when it will not be bv.,'" she said. 

The night before Joan Lowrie had spent an hour with 
her. She had come in on her way from her work, before 
going to Thwaite's, and had knelt down upon the hearfh 
rug to warm herself. There had been no light in the 
room but that of the fire, and its glow, falling upon hei 
face, had revealed to Anice aomething like haggardness. 

"Joan," she said, " are you ill ? " 
. Joan stirred a little uneasily, but did not look at her at 
she answered : 

" Nay, I am na ill ; I nivver wur ill i' my loif e." 

" Then," said Anice, " what — what is it that I see in 
your face ? " 

There was a momentary tremor of the finely moulded, 
obstinate chin. 

" I'm tired out," Joan answered. " That's all," and her 
hand fell upon her lap. 

Anice turned to the fire. 

" What is it ? " she asked, almost in a whisper. 

Joan looked up at her, — not defiant, not bitter, not 
dogged, — simply in appeal against her own despair. 

" Is na theer a woman's place fur me i' th' world ? Is 
it alius to be this way wi' me ? Con I nivver reach no 
higher, strive as I will, pray as I will, — fur I have prayed J 
Is na theer a woman's place fur me i' th' world ? " 

" Yes," said Anice, " I am sure there is." 

" I've thowt as theei mun be somewheer. Sometime* 
I've felt sure as theer mun be, an' then agen I've been 
beset so sore that I ha' almost gi'en it up. If there i« such 
I place fur me I mun find it — I mun ! " 

" I'ou will find it" said Anice. " Some day, surely." 

Anice. thought of all thie again when she glanced at 
Derrick. Derrick was more than nsually disturbed to-dav 
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He had for some time been working his way to an impcir- 
tant decision, f rauglit with some annoyance and anxietj 
to himself. There was to be a meeting of the owners in 
a few weeks, and at this meeting he had determined tc 
take a firm stand. 

^ The longer I remain in my present position, the moie 
fully I am convinced of the danger constantly threatening 
as," he said to Anice. " I am convinced that the presciu 
Bystem of furnaces is the cause of more explosions than 
are generally attributed to it. The mine here is a * fiery ' 
one, as they call it, and yet day after day goes by and no 
precautions are taken. There are poor fellows working 
under me whose existence means bread to helpless women 
and children. I hold their lives in trust, and if I am not 
allowed to place one frail barrier between them and sud- 
den death, I will lead them into peril no longer, — 1 wiU 
resign my position. At least I can do that." 

The men under him worked with a dull, heavy daring, 
born of long use and a knowledge of their own helpless- 
ness against their fate. There was not one among them 
who did not know that in going down the shaft to his 
labor, he might be leaving the light o£ day behind him 
forever. But seeing the blue sky vanish from sight thuB 
during six days of fifty-two weeks in the year, engendered 
a kind of hard indifference. Explosions had occurred, 
and might occur again ; dead men had been carried \\\t to 
be stretched on the green earth, — men crushed out of all 
semllance to humanity; some of themselves bore the 
marks of terrible maiming ; but it was an old 8tr)ry, and 
they had learned to face the same hazard recklessly. 

With Fergus Derrick, however, it was a different mat 
ter. It was he who must leai these men into new fieldf 
df danger 
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FATE. 

Tei time came, before many days, when the bust ti« 
that bound Joan to her present life was broken. The 
little one, who from the first had clung to existence with 
a frail hold, at last loosened its weak grasp. It had 
been ill for several days, — so ill that Joan had remained 
at home to nurse it, — and one night, sitting with it upon 
her knee in her accustomed place, she saw a change upon 
the small face. 

It had been moaning continuously, and suddenly the 
plaintive sound ceased. Joan bent over it. She had been 
holding the tiny hand as ^he always did, and at this mo- 
ment the soft fingers closed upon one of her own quietly. 
She was quite alone, and for an instant there was a deep 
silence. After her first glance at the tiny creature, she 
broke this silence herself. 

" Little lass," she said in a whisper, " what ails thee f 
Is thy pain o'er t " 

As she looked again at the baby face upturned as if in 
silent answer, the truth broke in upon her. 

Folding her arms around the little form, she laid hci 
head upon its breast and wept aloud, — wept as she had 
never wept before. Then she laid the child upon a pillovi 
and covered its face. Liz's last words returned to her 
with a double for^^. It had not lived to forget or blamci 
her. Where was Liz to-night, — at tUs hour, when bai 
child was so safe I 
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The next morning, on her way downstaii-B to the bi-eal 
fast-room, Anice Barholm was met by a servant. 

" The young woman from the mines would like to see 
you, Miss," said the girl. 

Anice found Joan awaiting her below. 

" I ha' come to tell yo'," she said, " that th' little ul 
d^ed at midneet. Theer wur no one I could ca' in. I sat 
«lone wi' it i' th' room aw th' neet, an' then I left it t«"> 
c^me here." 

Anice and Thwaite's wife returned home with her. 
What little there was to be done, they remained to do. 
But this was scarcely more than to watch with her until 
the pretty baby face was hidden away from human sight. 

When all was over, Joan became restless. The presence 
of the child had saved her from utter desolation, and now 
that it was gone, the emptiness of the house chilled her. 
At the last, when her companions were about to leave her, 
she broke down. 

" I conna bear it," she said. " I will go wi' yo'." 

Thwaite's wife had proposed before that she should 
make her home with them ; and now, when Mrs. Thwaite 
returned to Eiggan, Joan accompanied her, and .he cot- 
tage was locked up. 

This alteration changed greatly the routine of her life. 
There were children in the Thwaite household — ^half a 
dozen of them — who, having overcome their first awe or 
her, had learned before the baby died to be fond of Jof ii. 
Her handsome face attracted them when they ceased to 
fear its novelty ; and the hard-'vorked mother said to hei 
neighbors : 

" She's getten a way wi' childer, somehow, — that lass d 
Lowrie's. To'd wonder if yo' could see her wi' 'e» 
She's mony a bit o' help to me." 
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But as time progressed, Anice Barbolm noted the coii 
9tant presence of that worn look upon hor face. Instead 
of diminishing, it grew and deepened. Even Derrick, 
who met her so rarely, saw it when he passed her in the 
street 

" She is not ill, is she ? " he asked Anice Dnce, al> 
raptly. 

Anice shook her head. 

« No, she is not ill." 

" Then she has some trouble that nobody knows about,** 
he said. " What a splendid creature she is 1 " impetu- 
ously — " and how incomprehensible ! " 

His eves chanced to meet Anice's, and a dark fludh 
swept over his face. He got up almost immediately after 
and began to pace the room, as was his habit. 

" Next week the crisis will come at the mines," he said. 
'* I wonder how it will end for me." 

" You are still determined ? " said Anice. 

"Yes, I am still determined. I wish it were over. 
Perhaps there will be a Fate in it " — ^his voice lowering 
itself as he added this last sentence. 

"A Fate?" said Anice. 

" 1 am growing superstitious and full of fancies," he 
said. " I do not trust to myself, as I once did. I should 
like Fate to bear the responsibility of my leaving Riggan 
or remaining in it." 

" And if you leave it ? " asked Anice. 

For an instant he paused in his walk, with an uncertain 
%\i\ But he shook this uncertainty off with a visible effortj 
the next moment. 

" li 1 leave it, I do not think I shall return, and Fate 

frill have settled a long unsettled question for me." 

" Don't leave it to Fate," said Anice in a low lone. 
10 
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"Settle it for yoursell It does not — ^it is not — ^i& 

IcKks ^ 

" It looks cowaidly," he interrupted her. " So it doea, 
and so it is. Ood knows I never felt myself so great a 
coward before I " 

lie had paused again. This time he stood before her 
The girl's grave, delicate face turned to meet his glance 
and seeing it, a thought seemed to strike him. 

" Anice," he said, the dark flush rising afresh. " X 
promised you that if the time should ever come when I 
needed help that it was ix)ssible you might give, I should 
ut)t be afraid to ask you for it. I am coming to you for 
help. Not now — some day not far distant. That is why 
I remind you of the compact." 

" I did not need reminding," she said to him. 

" I might have known that," he answered, — " I think 1 
lid know it. But let us make the compact over again/' 

She held out her hand to him, and he took it eagerl j. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE DEOISION. 

Thb owners of the Riggan collieries held thei-r meeting. 
I1\at a person in their employ should differ from them 
lK>ldly, and condemn their course openly, was an extraor- 
dinary event ; that a young man in the outset of his ca- 
reer should dare so much was unprecedented. It would 
be a ruinous thing, they said among themselves, for so 
young a man to lose so important a position on the very 
threshold of his professional life, and they were convinced 
that his knowledge of this would restrain him. But thev 
were astounded to find that it did not. 

He brought his plans with him, and laid them before 
them. They were plans for the abolition of old and dan- 
gerous arrangements, for the amelioration of the condition 
of the men who labored at the hourly risk of their lives, 
and for rendering this labor easier. Especially, there were 
plans for a newer system of ventilation — proposing the 
substitution of fans for the long-used furnace. One or 
two of the younger men leaned toward their adoption. 
But the men with the greatest influence were older, and 
leBs prone to the encouragement of novelty. 

" It's all nonsense," said one. " Furnaces have bt^en 
used ever since the mines were opened, and as to the rest 
—it arises, I suppose, from the complaints of the men. 
They always will complain — ^they always did." 

" So far they have had reason for complaint," remarked 
Derrick. ^ As yon say, there have been furnaces evei 
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flincc there have been mineB, and there ha\e also been ez 
plosions which may in many cases be attributed to them 
There was an explosion at Browton a month ago which 
was to some extent a mystery, but there were old miners 
who understood it well enough. The return air, loade J 
with gas, had ignited at the furnace, and the result was 
that forty dead and wounded men were carried up the 
shaft, to be recognized, when they were recognizable, by 
mothei-s, and wives, and children, who depended upon 
them for their scant food." 

Derrick argued his cause well and with spirit, keeping 
a tight rein upon himself ; but when, having exhausted 
his arguments, he found that he had not advanced hJd 
cause, and that it was a settled matter that he should not, 
he took fire. 

" Then, gentlemen," he said, " I have but one resource, 
I will hold no human life lightly in my hands. I have 
the honor to tender you my resignation." 

There was a dead silence for a moment or so. They 
had certainly not expected such a result as this. A well- 
disposed young man, who sat near to Derrick, spoke to 
him in a rapid undertone. 

" My dear fellow," he said, " it will be the ruin of you. 
For my part, I admire your enthusiasm, but do not be 
rash." 

"A man with a will and a pair of clean hands is not 
easily ruined," returned Derrick a trifle hotly. "As to 
Ix^iug rash or enthusiastic, I airi neither the one nor tlie 
Other. It is not entbnsiasin wliich moves me, it is « 
familiarity with stcn-n realities."'- 

When he left the room his fate had been decided. At 
the end of the week he would have no further occupation 
ill Riggan. He had only two more days' work before faiio 
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and he had gained the unenviable rep xation of beinj{ 
f fire-and-tow young fellow, who was f ^ghty encmgh t 
make a martyr of himself. 

Under the first strect-^aiiip he met Gra t^ who was et' 
dently making liis way home. 

"I will go with you," he said, taking his \rm. 

Once witliin the walls of the pleasant ixttl^ room, h^ 
found it easy to unbosom himself. He desciiL^^ L?s fntei 
view with his employers, and its termination. 

" A few months ago, I flattered myself that my pro^p^'^cti 
were improving," he said; "but now it seem<f that \ 
must begin again, which is not an easy matter, by il>e 
way.*' 

By the time he ended be found his temporary exc:t<>^ 
ment abating somewhat, but still his mood was by no 
means undisturbed. 

It was after they had finished tea and the arm-chairs ha< 
been drawn to the fire that Grace himself made a re Vela 
tion. 

" When you met me to-night, I was returning^ from » 
visit I had paid to Joan Lowrie." 

"At Thwaite's?" said Derrick. 

" At Thwaite's. She — ^the fact is I went on business- 
she has determined to change her plan of life." 

" In what manner ? " 

"She is to work no more at the mines. I am happy to 
say that I have been able to find her otlier employment.'' 

There was an interval of silence, at length broken bj 
I >errick. 

" Grace," he said, * can you tell me why she de(*.idi^I 
oiion such a course ? " 

(trace looked at him with questioning surprise. 

** I can tell you what she said to me on the subject," hf 
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replied. '' She said it was no woman's work and she wai 
tired of it." 

" She is not the woman to do anything withciut a 
irotive," mused Dcirick. 

"No," returned the curate. 

A moment later, as if by one impulse, their eyes mci, 
Grace started as if he had been stung. Den-ick simply 
flashed. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

'*I — I do not think I understand," Grace faltered. 
" Surely 1 aiii blundering." 

" No," said Derrick, gloomily. " You cannot blundei 
since you know the truth. You did not fancy that my 
feeling was so trivial that I could have conquered it so 
soon ! Joan Lowrie " 

"Joan Lowrie 1" 

Grace's voice had broken in upon him with a startled 
sound. 

The two men regarded each other in bewilderment 
Then again Derrick was the first to speak. 

" Grace," he said, " you have misunderstood me." 

Grace answered him with a visible tremor. 

"If," he said, " it was to your love for Joan Lowrie you 
referred when you spoke to me of your trouble some 
months ago, I have misunderetood you. If the obstacles 
you meant were the obstacles you would find in the path 
of such a love, I have misunderstood you. If you did no; 
mean that your heart had been stirred by a feeling youi 
generous friendship caused you to regard as unjust to me^ 
I have misunderstood you miserably." 

" My dear fellow 1 " Derrick exclaimed, with some emo 
tion. "My dear fellow, do you mean to t^ell me that yoi 
imagined I referred to Miss Barhclm % " 
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" I waa sure of it,^ was Grace's agitated reply, * As 1 
•aid before, I have misunderstood you miserably." 

" And yet you had no word of blame for me ? " 

" I had no right to blame yoi . I had not lost what 1 
believed you had won. It had never been mine. It was 
a mistake," he added, endeavoring to steady himself. " But 
don't mind me, Derrick. Let us try to set it right ; otily I 
am afraid you will have to begin again." ' 

Derrick drew a heavy breath. He took up a paper-knife 
from the table, and began to bend it in his hands. 

"Yes," he said, "we shall have to begin again. And it 
is told in a few words," he said, with a del iberateness pain- 
ful in its suggestion of an intense effort at self-control. 
" Grace, what would you think of a man who found himself 
setting reason at defiance, and in spite of all obstacles con- 
fronting the possibility of loving and marrying — ^if she 
can be won — such a woman as Joan Lowrie ? " 

"Yon are putting me in a difficult position," Paul 
answered. " If he would dare so much, he would be the 
man to dare to decide for himself." 

Derrick tossed the paper-knife aside. 

" And you know that I am the person in question. I 
have so defied the world, in spite of myself at first, I 
must confess. / have confronted the possibility of Ic ving 
Joan Lowrie until I do love her. So there the case 
stands." 

Gradually there dawned upon the curate's mind certaii 
I emembrances connected with Jean. Now and then she 
had puzzled and startled him, but here, possibly, might be 
a solution of the mystery. 

" And Joan Lgwrie herself ? " he asked, questioningly 

" Joan Lowrie herself," said Derrick, " is no nearer le 
me to-day than she was a year ago." 
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"Are you," — ^hesitatingly,— " are you quite aare d1 
that?" 

The words had escaped his lips in spite of himself. 

Derrick started and turned toward him with a suddet 
movement. 

'' Grace I '• he said. 

^ I asked if you were sure of that," answered Grace 
eoloring. " I am not" 
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IN THE PIT. 

Tei next, morning Derrick went down tc the idne ai 
Qfinal. The»^ were several things he wished to do in 
these last two days. He had heard that the managers had 
entered into negotiations with a new engineer, and he 
wished the man to find no half-done work. The day was 
bright and frosty, and the sharp, bracing air seemed to 
clear his brain. He felt more hopeful, and less inclined 
to view matters darkly. 

He remembered afterward that, as he stepped into the 
cage, he turned to look at the unpicturesque little town, 
brightened by the winter's sun ; and that, as he went 
down, he glanced up at the sky and marked how intense 
appeared the bit of blue, which was framed in by the 
mouth of the shaft 

Even in the few hours that had elapsed since the meeting 
the rumor of what he had said and done had been bruited 
about. Some collier had heard it and had told it to his 
comrades, and so it had gone from one to the other. It had 
been talked over at the evening and morning meal iji 
divers cottages, and many an anxious woman had warmed 
*nto praise of the man who had " had a thowt for th' men." 

In the first gallery he entered he found a deputation of 
men awaiting him, — a group of burly miners with pickg 
an i shovels over their shoulders, — and the head of thie 
deputation, a spokesman burlier and generally gruffei 
than the rest, stopped him. 
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'' MesterV he said, " we chaps 'ud loike to ha' a word 
wi' yo'." 

" All right," was Derrick's reply , " I am ready to listen.* 

The rest crowded nearer as if anxious to participate ai 
much as possible, and give their spokesman the support of 
ttieir presence. 

^^ It is na mich as we ha' gotten to say/' said the man, 
" but we're fain to say it. Are na we, mates ? " 

" Ay, we are, lad," in chorus. 

" It's about summat as we'n heerd. Theer wur a chap 
as *;owd some on us last neet, as yo'd gotten th' sack fro' 
th' managers — or leastways as yo'd turned th' tables on 
'em an' gi'en them th' sack yo'rsen. An' we'n heerd as it 
begun wi' yo're standin' up fur us chaps — axin fur things 
as wur wanted i' th' pit to save us fro' runnin' more risk 
than we need. An' we heerd as yo' spoke up bold, an' 
argied fur us an' stood to what yo' thovvt war th' root 
thing, an' we set our moinds on tellin' yo' as we'd heerd it 
an' talked it over, an' we'd loike to say a woi d o' thanks i' 
common fur th' pluck yo' showed. Is na that it, mates? " 

" Ay, that it is, lad 1 " responded the chorus. 

Suddenly one of the group stepped out and threw down 
his pick. 

" An' I'm dom'd, mates," he said, " if here is na a chap 
as ud loike to shake hands wi' him." 

It was the signal for the rest to follow his example 
They crowded about their champion, thrusting grimj 
jiaws into his hand, grasping it almost enthusiastically* 

"Good luck to yo', ladl" said one. "We'n noan 
smooth soart o' chaps, but we'n stand by what's fair an' 
plucky. We shall ha' a good jvord fur thee when tha 
hast made thy fiittin'." 

'* Vm glad of that lads," responded Derrick, heartily, b| 
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no means nnmoTed by the rough-and-ready spirit of the 
•(«ne- " I only wish I had had better luck, that's all." 

A few hours later the whole of the little town wae 
shaken to its very foundations, by something like an 
earthquake, accompanied by an ominous, booming sound 
wliich brought people flocking out of their houses, with 
white faces. Some of them had heard it before — all 
knew what it meant. From the colliers' cottages poured 
forth women, shrieking and wailing, — women who bore 
children in their arms and had older ones dragging at 
their skirts, and who made their desperate way to the pit 
with one accord. From houses and workshops there 
rushed men, who, coming out in twos and threes joined 
each other, and, forming a breathless crowd, ran through 
the streets scarcely daring to speak a word — and all ran 
toward the pit. 

There were scores at its mouth in five minutes ; in ten 
minutes there were hundreds, and above all the clamor 
rose the cry of women : 

" My Hester's down I " 

" An' mine 1 " 

" An' mine 1" 

" Four lads o' mine is down 1 '* 

« Three o' mine 1" 

" My little un's theer — th' youngest — ^nobbut ten year 
>wd — ^nobbut ten year owd, poor little chap I an' ony been 
it work a week 1 " 

"Ay, wenches, God ha' mercy on us aw' — God ha' 
mercy 1 " And then more shrieks and wails in which the 
terror-stricken children joined. 

It was a fearful sight. How many lay dead and dy 
(ng in the noisome darkness below^ God only knew 1 Hon 
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many lay mangled and crushed, waiting f oi tLeir death 
ETeaven only could tell 1 

In five minutes after the explosion occurred, a slight 
figure in clerical garb made its way through the crowd witi» 
an air ot excited determinatiop 

"Th* parson's feaK," was the general comment. 

" My men," he said, raising his voice so that all could 
hear, "can any of you tell me who last saw Fergus 
Derrick?" 

There was a brief pause, and then came a reply from a 
collier who stood near. 

" I coom up out o' th' pit an hour ago," he said, " I wur 
th' last as coom up, an' it wur on'y chance as browt me 
Derrick wur wi' his men i' th' new part o' th' mine. 1 
seed him as I passed through." 

Grace's face became a shade or so paler, but he made no 
more inquiries. 

His friend either lay dead below, or was waiting for his 
doom at that very moment. He stepped a little farther 
forward. 

" Unfortunately for myself, at present," he said, " I 
have no practical knowledge of the nature of these acci- 
dents. Will some of you tell me how long it will be before 
we can make our first effort to rescue the men who are 
below?" 

Did he mean to volunteer — this young whipper-snapper 
</f a parson { And if he did, could he know what he wa^ 
loing i 

^lask you,' he said, " because I wish to offer myself 
AS a volunteer at once ; I think I am stronger than yoii 
imagine and at least my heart will be in the work, i 
have a friend below, — myself," his voice aUering its tcne 
and losing its finnness, — " a friend who is worthy t))C sacrf 
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ftoeof ten snch ivee as mine if such a sacrifice could save 
him.'' 

One or two of the older and more experienced spoke up. 
Under an hour it would be impossible to make the attempt 
—it might even be a longer time, but in an hour they 
might, at least, make their first effort. 

If such was the case, the parson said, the intervening 
period must be turned to the best account. In that time 
much could be thought of and done which would assist 
themselves and benefit the sufferers. He called upon the 
strongest and most experienced, and almost without their 
recognizing the prominence of his position, led them on in 
the work. He even rallied the weeping women and gave 
tiiem something to do. One was sent for this necessary 
article and another for that. A couple of boys were dis- 
patched to the next village for extra medical assistance, 
so that there need be no lack of attention when it was 
required. He took off his broadcloth and worked with 
the rest of them uiitil all the necessary preparations were 
made and it was considered possible to descend into the 
mine. 

When all was ready, he went to the mouth of the shaft 
and took his place quietly. 

It was a hazardous task they had before them. Death 
would stare them in the face all through its performance. 
There was choking after-damp below, noxious vapors, 
to breathe which was to die ; there was the chance of 
crushing masses falling from the shaken galleries — arid 
yet these men left their companions one by one and ranged 
themselves, without saying a word, at the curate's side. 

" My friends," said Grace, baring his head, and rais 
ing a feminine hand. '^ My friends, we will say a Bborf 
prayer." 
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It was only a few words. Then the curate spoke again 

"Eeadyl'' he said. 

But just at that moment there stepped out from the 
anguished crowd a girl, whose face was set and deathly, 
though there was no touch of fear upgn it. 

"T ax yoV she said, "to let me go wi' yo' and do 
what I con. Lasses, some on yo' speak a word fur Joan 
Lowrie I " 

There was a breathless start. The women even stopped 
their outcry to look at her as she stood apart from them, 
— a desperate appeal in the very quiet of her gesture as 
she turned to look about her for some one to speak." 

" Lasses," she said again. " Some on yo' speak a word' 
fur Joan Lowrie ! " 

There rose a murmur among them then, and the next 
instant this murmur was a cry. 

" Ay," they answered, " we con aw speak far yo'. Let 
her go, lads I She's worth two o' th' best on yo'. Nowt 
fears her. Ay, she mun go, if she will, mun Joan Lowrie I 
Go, Joan, lass, and we'n not forget thee I " 

But the men demurred. The finer instinct of some of 
them shrank from giving a woman a place in such a peril- 
ous undertaking — the coarser element in others rebelled 
against it. 

" We'n ha' no wenches," these said, surlily. 

Grace stepped forward. He went to Joan Lowrie and 
touched her gently on the shoulder. 

" We cannot think of it," he said. " It is very brave 
and generous, and — God bless you ! — but it cannot be- I 
oould not think of allowing it myself, if the rest would.''* 

" Parson," said Joan coolly, bnt not roughly, 'Hha'd Iw 
hard work to help thysen, if so be as th' lads wm 
willin*'^ 
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^ But," he protested, " it may be death. I couU not 
bear the thought of it. You are a womaiL We cannot 
l^t you risk your life." 

She turned to the volunteers. 

" Lads," she cried, passionately, " Yo' munnot turn me 
.WMsk. I — sin I mun tell yo' — " and she faced them like 
a queen, — " theer's a mon down theer as IM gi' my heart's 
Ijlood to save." 

They did not know whom she meant, but they demurred 
no longer. 

" Tak' thy place, wench," said the oldest of them. " If 
tha mun, tha mun." 

She took her seat in the cage by Grace, and when she 
took it she half turned her face away. But when those 
above began to lower them, and they found themselves 
swinging downward into what might be to them a pit of 
death, she spoke to him. 

"Theer's a prayer I'd loike yo' to pray," she said. 
" Pray that if we mun dee, we may na dee until we ha' 
done our work." 

It was a dreadful work indeed that the rescuers had to 
do in those black galleries. And Joan was the bravest, 
quickest, most persistent of all. Paul Grace, following in 
her wake, found himself obeying her slightest word or gest- 
ure. He worked constantly at her side, for he, at least, 
had guessed the truth. He knew that they were both en- 
gaged in the same quest. When at last they had worked 
Jieir way — ^lifting, helping, comforting — to the end of the 
passage where the collier had said he last saw the master 
then, for one moment, she paused, and her companion^ 
with a thrill of pity, touched her to attract her atten 
tion. 

" Let me go firft," he said. 
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** Nay," she auBwered, *' we'n go together.'- 

The gallery was a long and low one, and had been ter 
ribly shaken. In some places the props had been tort 
away, in others they were borne down by the loose' iv\ 
blocks of coal. The dim light of the "Davy** J*«r 
held up showed such a wreck that Grace spoke to hoi 
again. 

" You must let me go first," he said, with ger tie firmness. 
" If one of these blocks should fall " 

Joan interrupted him, — 

" If one on 'em should fall I'm th' one as it had better 
tall on. There is na mony foak as ud miss Joan Lowrie. 
Yo' ha' work o' yore own to do." 

She stepped into the gallery before he could protest, 
and he could only follow her. She went before, holding 
the Davy high, so that its light might be thrown as far 
forward as possible. Now and then she was forced tc 
stoop to make her w^y around a bending prop ; sometimes 
there was a fallen mass to be surmounted, but she was at 
the front still when they reached the other end without 
finding the object of their search. 

" It — he is na there," she said. " Let us try th' next pau • 
sage," and she turned into it. 

It was she who first came upon what they were looking 
for ; but they did not find it in the next passage, cr the 
next, or even the next. It was farther away from the scene 
of the explosion than they had dared to hope. As they 
entered a narrow side gallery, Grace heard her utter a 
low sound, and the next minute she was down upon hei 
knees. 

" Theer's a mon here," she said. " It's him as we'rt 
^)kin' fur." 

She held the dim little lantern close to the face, — a stiU 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



[N THE PIT. 23^ 

face With closed eyes, and blood upon it. Clrace knelt 
dawn too, his heart aching with dread. 

" Is he " he began, but could not finish. 

•loan Lowrie laid her hand upon the apparently motion 
dS8 breast and waited almost a minute, and then sliAi 
,iJCted her own face, white as the wounded man's — wldte 
And solemn, and wet with a Eudden rain of tears. 

" He is na dead," she said. " We ha' saved him." 

She sat down upon the floor of the gallery and lifting 
his head laid it upon her bosom, holding it close as a 
mother might hold the head of her child. 

" Mester," she said, " gi' me th' brandy flask, and tak' 
thou thy Davy an' go fur some o' th' men to help us get 
him to th' leet o' day. I'm gone weak at last. I conna 
do no more. I'll go wi' him to th' top." 

When the cage ascended to the mouth again with its 
last load of sufferers, Joan Lowrie came with it, blinded 
and dazzled by the golden winters sunlight as it fell 
upon her haggard face. She was holding the head of 
what seemed to be a dead man upon her knee. A great 
«hout of welcome rose up from the bystanders. 

She helped them to lay her charge upon a pile of coats 
and blankets prepared for him, and then she turned to the 
doctor who had hurried to the spot to see what could bo 
done. 

" He is na dead," she said. " Lay yore bond on hi* 
heart. It beats yet, Mester, — on'y a little, but it beats." 

"No," said the doctor, "he is not dead— yet," with a 
areath's pause between the two last words. " If some of 
you will help me to put him on a stretcJier, he may be 
carried home, and I will go with him. There is just » 
chance for him, poor fellow, and he must have im jaediati 
attention. Where d )es he live ? " 
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" He must gc with me/' said Grace. " He )b mj 
friend." 

So they took him up, and Joan stood a little apart and 
watched them carry him away, — watched the bearers 
lutal they were out of sight, and then turned again and 
oiMd the women in their work among the sufferen 
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i 

AUYE YBT. 

Iv the bedroom above the small parlor a fire was bum 
ing at midnight, and by this fire Grace was watciiing 
1 he lamp was turned low and the room was very qniet ; 
a dropping cinder made quite a startling sound. When a 
mof.n or a movement of the patient broke the stillness — 
which was only at rare intervals — ^the curate rose and 
went to the bedside. But it was only to look at the suf- 
ferer lying Tipon it, bandaged and unconscious. There 
was very little he could do. He could follow the instruc- 
tions given by the medical man before he went away, 
but these had been few and hurried, and he could only 
watch with grief in his heart. There was but a chance 
that his friend's life might be saved. Close attention 
and unremitting care might rescue him, and to the best of 
his ability the curate meant to give him both. But he 
could not help feeling a deep anxiety. His faith in hi« 
own skill was not very great, and there were no professional 
nurses in Riggan. 

" It is the care women give that he rjeeds," he said once, 
standing near the pillow and speaking to himself. " Men 
cannot do these things well. A mother or a sister might 
§ave him." 

He went to the window and drew back the curtain to 
lock out upon the night. As he did so, he saw the figure 
of a woman nearing the house. As she approached, ehe 
began tc walk more slowly, and when she reached tb< 
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gate she hesitated, stopped and looked up. In a moment 
it became evident that she saw him, and was conscious 
that he saw her. The dim light in the chamber threw hifi 
rorm into strong relief. She raised her hand and made a 
t^esture. He tamed away from the window, left the roonj 
quietly, and went down-stairs. She had not moved, but 
stood at the gate awaiting him. She spoke to him in a 
low tone, and he distinguished in its sound a degree oi 
physical exhaustion. 

" Yo' saw me," she said, "I thowt yo' did though i 
did na think o' yo' bein' at th' winder when I btopped- 
tn — to see th' leet." 

" I am glad I saw you," said Grace. " You have beei 
at work among the men who were hurt ? " 

" Ay," pulling at a bush of evergreen nervously, and 
scattering the leaves as she spoke. "Theer's scarce a 
house o' th' common soart i' Eiggan as has na trouble in it" 

" God help them all ! " exclaimed Grace, fervently. 

" Have you seen Miss Barholm ? " he asked next. 

" She wur on th' ground i' ten minnits after th' explo 
sion. She wur in th' village when it happent, an' she 
drove to th' pit. She's been workin' as hard as ony woman 
i' Riggan. She saw us go down th' mine, but she did not 
see us come up. She wur away then wi' a woman as had 
a lad to be carried home dead. She would ha' come tc 
hiniy but she knowed yo' were wi' him, an' theer wur (hem 
ae needed her. When th' cages coom up theer wui 
women as screamed an' held to her, an' throwed theirscni 
on their knees an' hid their faces i' her dress, an' i' hei 
bonds, as if they thowt she could keep th' truth fro' 'em." 

Grace trembled in his excitement. 

'^ God bless her I God bless her I " he said, again and 
•gain. 
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'* WTiere is she now ? " he asked at length. 

" Thcer wur a little chap as come up i' the last careful 

-hewur hurt bad, an' he wur sich a little chap as it 
went hard wi' him. When th' doctor touched him he 
screamed an' begged to be let alone, an' she heerd an* 
VfGu\ to hin?, an' knelt down an' quieted him a bit. Th' 
poor little lad would na let go o' her dress ; he held to it f ui 
dear life, an' sobbed an' shivered and begged her to go 
wi him an' howd his head on her lap while th' doctor did 
what mun be done. An' so she went, an' she's wP hi/n 
now. lie will na live till day-leet, an' he keeps crying 
out for th' lady to stay wi' him." 

There was another silence, and then Joan spoke : 

" Canna yo' guess what I coom to say ? " 

He thought he could, and perhaps his glance told her so. 

" If I wur a lady," she said, her lips, her hands tremb- 
ling, " I could na ax yo' what I've made up my moind to ; 
but I'm noan a lady, an' it does na matter. If yo' need 
some one to help yo' wi' him, will yo' let me ha' th' place ! 
I dunnot ax nowt else but — but to be let do th' hard 
work." 

She ended with a sob. Suddenly she covered her face 
vitli her hands, weeping wildly. 

" Don't do that," he said, gently. " Come with me. It 
16 you he needs." 

He led the way into the house and up the stairs, Joan 
following him. When they entered th: room they went 
V the bedside 

The injured man lay motionless. 

" Is theer loif e i' him yet ? " asked Joan. " He looki 
M if theer might na be." 

"There is life in him," Grace answered; "and he hn* 
been a strong man, so I think we may feel some hope ** 
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WATOHINO AKD WAITINO. 

The next morning the pony-carriage stopped before ttin 
d'lor of the curate's lodgings. When Grace went down 
Btairs to the parlor, Anice Barholm turned from the win- 
dow to greet him. The appearance of physical exhaufr 
tion he ha ' observed the night l)ef ore in Joan Lowrie, h«j 
saw again m her, but he had never before seen the face 
which Anice turned toward him, 

" I was on the ground yesterday, and saw you go dowi\ 
mto the mine," she said. " I had never thought of such 
courage before." 

That was all, but in a second he comprehended thai 
this morning they stood nearer together than they had 
ever stood before. 

" How is the child you were with ? " he asked. 

" He died an hour ago." 

When they went upstairs, Joan was standing by the 
sick man. 

" He's worse than he wur last neet," she said. " An' 
he'll be worse still. I ha' nursed hurts like these afore. 
Il'll be mony a day afore he'll be better — if th' toimo 
ivver comes." 

The rector ani Mrs. Barholm, hearing of the accident^ 
and leaving Browton hurriedly to return home, were mot 
Ly half a dozen different veraions on their way to Riggaa 
ftnd each one was so enthusiastically related that Mr. Bur 
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holm's rather dampei^ed interest in his daughter s prot^gti 
Mras fanned again into a brisk flame. 

^' There must be something in the girl, after all," he 
• said, " if one could only get at it. Something ought to bo 
done for her, really." 

Hearing of Grace's share' in the transaction, he wbm 
iimply amazed. 

" 1 think there must be some mistake," he said to his wife. 
* Grace is not the man — not the msm physicaUyy^^ straight 
ening his broad shoulders, " to be equal to such a thing." 

L'ut the truth of the report forced itself upon him after 
hearing the story repeated several times before they 
reached Biggan, and arriving at home they heard the 
whole story from Anice. 

While Anice was talking, Mr. Barholm began to pace 
the floor of the room restlessly. 

"I wish I had been there," he said. "I would have 
gone down myself." 

(It is true : he would have done so.) 

" Fou are a braver man than I took you for," he said to 
his curate, when he saw him, — and he felt sure that he was 
saying exactly the right thing. "I should s(iarcely have 
expected such dashing heroism fr jm you, Grace." 

" I hardly regarded it in that light," said the little gen- 
tleman, coloring sensitively. " If I had, I should scarcely 
have expected it of myself." 

The fact that Joan Lowrie had engaged herself as nurse 
fco the injured engineer made some gossip among hoi 
acquaintances at fiirst, but this soon died out Thwaite'i 
wife had a practical enough explanation of the case. 

"Th' lass wur tired o' pit- work ; an' no wonder. She'.- 
maae up her moind to ha' done wi' it ; an' she's a first-rale 
)ne to ^urse, — strong i' the arms, an' noan sleepy-lieade.d 
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Hitppen she'll tak' up wi' it fur a trade. As to it bein 
him as she meant when she said theer wur a mon as she 
meant to save, it wur no such thing. Joan Lowrie's noan 
th' Kind o' wench to be runnin' after gentlefolk,— yo 
know that yoresens. It's noan o' our business who the 
aion wur. Happen he's dead ; an' whetlier he's dead oj 
ili^e, you'd better leave him a-be, an' her too." 

In the sick man's room the time passed monotonously 
There were days and nights of heavy slumber or uncon- 
sciousness, — ^restless mutterings and weary tossings to and 
fro. The face upon the pillow was sometimes white, 
sometimes flushed with fever ; but whatever change came 
to pass, Death never seemed far away. 

Gra<je lost appetite, and grew thin with protracted 
anxiety and watching. He would not give up liis place 
even to Anice or Mra. Barholm, who spent much of their 
time in the house. He would barely consent to snatch a 
few minutes' rest in the day-time; in truth, he could not 
have slept if he would. Joan held to her post unflinch- 
ingly. She took even less respite than Grace. Having 
almost forced her to leave the room one morning, Anice 
went down-stairs to find her lying upon the sofa, — ^her 
liands clasped under her head, her eyes wide open. 

" I conna sleep yet a while," she said. " Dunnot let 
it trouole yo'. I'm used to it." 

Sometimes during the long night Joan felt his hollow 
eyes following her as she moved about the room, and fixed 
hungrily upon her when she stood near him. 

"Who are you?" he would say. "I have seen you 
before, and I know your face ; but — ^but I have lost youi 
name. Who are you ? " 

One night, as she stood upon the hearth, alone in the 
room, — Grace having gone down stairs for something,- - 
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«ho ivas etartled by the sound of Derrick's vcice falling 
with a singular distinctness upon the silence. 

** Who is it that is standing there ? " he said. " Do 1 

irnow you ? Yes — it is " but before he could finish, 

ihe momentary gleam of recognition had passed away, and 
lie had wandered ofF again into low, disjointed murmur- 
ings. 

It was always of the mine, or one other anxiety, that he 
spoke. There was something he must do or say, — some de* 
cieion he must reach. Must he give up ? Could he give 
up ? Perhaps he had better go away, — ^far away. Yes ; 
he had better go. No, — ^he could not, — he must wait and 
think again. He was tired of thinking, — ^tired of reason- 
ing and arguing with himself. Let it go for a few min- 
utes. Give him just an hour of rest. He was full of 
pain ; he was losing himself, somehow. And then, after 
a brief silence, he would begin again and go the wear) 
round once more. 

" He has had a great deal of mental anxiety of late,-» 
too much responsibility," sa d th:^ medical roan; '^Mid il 
ii prolog rather against him.' 

U 
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RBOOGNinON. 

Thx turning-point was reached at last. One eyenini^ 
at the close of his usual visit, the doctor said to Grace : 

^' To-morrow, I think, you will see a marked alteration. 
1 should not be surprised to find on my next visit that hie 
mind had become permanently cleared. The intervals of 
half consciousness have become lengthened. Unless some 
entirely unlooked-for change occurs, I feel sure that the 
worst is over. Give him close attention to-night. Don't 
let the young woman leave the room." 

That night Anice watched with Joan. It was a strange 
experience through which these two passed together. H 
Anice had not known the truth before, she would have 
learned it then. Again and again Derrick went the end 
less round of his miseries. How must it end ? How 
could it end ? What must he do ? How black and nar- 
row the passages were 1 There she was, coming toward 

him from the other end, — and if the props gave way 1 

They were giving way 1 — Good God 1 the light was out, 
and ho was held fast by the mass wliich had fallen upon 
him. What must he do about her whom he loved, and 
who was separated from him by this horrible wall ] Ho 
was dying, and she would never know what he wanted to 
tell her. What was it that he wanted to say, — That he 
bved her, — loved her, — loved her 1 Could she hear him f 
He must make her hear him before he died, — "Joan 
Joanl" 
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TbuB he raved hour after honr ; and the two sat and 
listened, often in dead silence ; but at last there rose ic 
Joan Lowrie's face a look of such intense and hopelesfi 
pain, that Anice spoke. 

" Joan 1 my poor Joa:i 1 " she said. 

Joan's head sank down upon her hands. 

^ I mun go away fro' Riggan," she whispered. " I iiiiin 
^ away afore he knows. Theer's no help fur me." 

" No help ?" repeated Anice after her. 

She did not understand. 

" Theer's none," said Joan. " Dunnot yo' see as onj 
place wheer he is con be no place fur me ? I thowt — I 
thowt the trouble wur aw on my side, but it is na. Dc 
yo' think I'd stay an' let him do hissen a wrong ? " 

Anice wrung her hands together. 

" A wrong ? " she cried. " Not a wrong, Joan — I can- 
not let you call it that." 

" It would na be nowt else. Am / fit wife fur a gen- 
tlemon ? Nay, my work's done when the danger's ower 
If he wakes to know th' leet o' day to-morrow morning, 
it's done then." 

" Tou do not mean," said Anice, " that you will leave 
us?" 

" I conna stay i' Eiggan ; I mun go away." 

Toward morning Derrick became quieter. He mut- 
tered less and less xmtil his voice died away altogether, 
and he sank into a profound slumber. Grace, coming in 
and finding him sleeping, turned to Joan with a look ol 
intense relief. 

" The worst is over," he said ; " now we may hope fo/ 
the best." 

•^ Ay," Joan answered, quietly, "th' worst is ower — ^fr^j 
him.*' 
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At last darkness gave way to a faint gray light, and 
Llien the gray sky showed long slender streaks of wintrj 
red, graduallj widening and deepening until all the east 
seemed flushed. 

" It's mornin'," said Joan, tnming from the window to 
d.e bed. " I mun gi' him th' drops again." 

She was standing near the pillow when the first flood 
of the sunlight poured in at the window. At this moment 
Derrick awoke from his sleep to a full recognition of all 
around him. But the strength of his delirium had died 
out ; his prostration was so utter, that for the moment he 
had no power to speak and could only look up at the pale 
face hopelessly. It seemed as if the golden glow of the 
morning light transfigured it. 

" He's awake," Joan said, moving away and speaking 
to those on the other side of the room. " Will one on yo' 
pour out th' medicine ? My hand's noan steady." 

Grace went to the bedside hurriedly. 

'' Derrick," he said, bending down, " do you know 
me?" 

"Yes," Derrick answered in a faltering whisper, and aa 
he said it the bedroom door closed. Both of them heard 
it. A shadow fell upon the sick man's face. His eyes 
met his friend's with a question in them, and the next in- 
stant the question put itself into words : 

" Who— went out ? " 

(Irace bent lower. 

" It was Joan Lowrie." 

He closed his eyes and waited a little as if to gain fresl 
itrength. There rose a faint flush upon his hollow cheeki 
and his mouth trembled. 

^ How '—he said next— ^* how — ^long 1 ^ 
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** You mean to ask me,'' said Grace, " he n long 3lie has 
been here % ^ 

A motion of assent. 

" She has been here from the firsf 

He asked no further questions. HiB eyes -sIomI intv 
ifiore and he ligr uleat 
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A TBBTDiONIAL. 

Jo4H went back to her lodgings at the Thwaitee' and 
left Mrs. Baiholm and Anice to fill her place. 

Too prostrate to question his nurses, Derrick could only 
lie with closed eyes helpless and weary. He could not 
even keep himself awake long enough to work his way to 
any very clear memories of what had happened. He had sc 
many half recollections to tantalize him. He could re- 
member his last definite sensation, — a terrible shock fling 
ing him to the ground, a second of pain and horror, and 
then utter oblivion. Had lie awakened one night and seen 
Joan Lowrie by the dim fire-light and called out to her, 
and then lost himself i Had he awakened for a second O] 
so again and seen her standing close to his pillow, looking 
dv/wn at him with an agony of dread in her face ? 

In answer to his question, Grace had told him that she 
had been with him from the first. How had it happened i 
This he asked himself again and again, until he grew 
feverish over it. 

" Above all things," he heard the doctor say, " don't le) 
him talk and don't talk to him." 

But Grace comprehended something of his mental cod 
dition. 

" I see by your look that you wish to question me," he 
flaid to him. ^^ Have patience for a few days and then 1 
will answer every question you may ask. Try to roBf 
upon that assurance." 

Digitized by C^OOQIC 



A TESTIMONIAL, 241 

There waa one question, however, which would not 
wait. Grace saw it lying in the eager eyes and answered 
It. 

"Joan Lowrie," he said, " has gone home." 

Joan's welcome at the Thwaites' house was tumaltucma 
rhe children crowded about her, neighbors dropped in, 
both men and women wanting to have a word with her. 
There were few of them who had not met with some loss 
by the explosion, and there were those among them who 
had cause to remember the girl's daring. 

"How's th' engineer?" they asked. "What do th' 
doctors say o' him ? " 

" He'll get better," she answered. " They say as he's 
out o' danger." 

"Wur na it him as had his head on yore knee when yo' 
come up i' th' cage ? " asked one woman. 

Mrs. Thwaite answered for her with some sharpness. 
They should not gossip about Joan, if she could help it. 

" I dunnot suppose as she knowd th' difiFerence betwixt 
one mon an' another," she said. " It wur na loikely as 
she'd pick and choose. Let th' lass ha' a bit o' quoiet, 
wenches. Yo' moither her wi' yore talk." 
. " It's an ill wind as blows nobody good," said Thwaite 
himself. " Th' explosion has done one thing — it's made 
th' mesters change their minds. They're i' th'^ humor to 
do what th' engineer axed fur, now." 

'•Ay," said a tired-looking woman, whose poor attempt 
k{ mourning told its cwn story; "but that wunncit bring 
my mester back." 

" Nay," said another, " nor my two lads." 

There had been a great deal of muttered discontent 
among the colliers before the accident, and since its occur 
rence there had been signs of open rebellion. Then, too, 
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results had proved that the seasonable adoption of Deiric.k'i 
plan would have saved some lives at least, and, in fact, 
some future expenditure. Most of the owners, perhaps, 
felt somewhat remorseful ; a few, it is not impossible, ex 
perlenced nothing more serious than annoyance and 
embarrassment, but it is certain that there were one or twc 
who were crushed by a sense of personal responsibility f O! 
what had occurred. 

It was one of these who made the proposition that Der 
rick's plan be accepted unreservedly, and that the engineei 
himself should be requested to resume his position and 
undertake the management of the work. There was some 
slight demurring at first, but the catastrophe was so recent 
that its efiFect had not had time to i^tear away, and finally 
the agreement was made. 

But at that time Derrick was lying senseless in the bed- 
room over the parlor, and the deputation from the company 
could only wait upon Grace, and make an effort at express- 
ing their sympathy. 

After Joan's return to her lodgings, she, too, was visited. 
There was some curiosity felt concerning her. A young 
and handsome woman, who had taken so remarkable a 
part in the tragedy, was necessarily an object of interest. 

Mr. Barholm was so fluently decided in his opinion that 
something really ought to be done, that a visit to the hei-o- 
ine of the day was the immediate result. There was only 
one form the appreciation of a higher for a lower social 
grade could take, and it was Mr. Barholm who had beeuj 
naturally, selected as spokesman. He explained to Joan 
the nature of the visit. His friends of the Company had 
heard the story of her remarkable heroism, and had felt 
that soinething was due to her — some token of the admira- 
tion her conduct had inspired in them. They had agreed 
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that sometLing ought to be done, and they had called thk 
e\ ening to present her with a little testimonial. 

The bundle of crisp bank-notes burned the hand of the 
man who held them, as Joan Lowrie listened to this speech. 
She stood upright before them, resting one hand upon the 
back of a chair, but when the bearer of the testimonial in 
(juestion rose, she made a step forward. There was more 
of her old self in her gesture than she had shown for 
months. Her eyes flashed, her face hardened, a sudden 
rod flew to her cheek. 

" Put it up,'' she said. " I wunnot tak' it." 

The man who had the money laid it upon the taVe, as 
if he were anxious to be rid of it. He was in a g/nw of 
anger and shame at the false step they had made. 

" 1 beg your pardon," he said. " I see we have made a 
mistake." 

" Ay," she said, " yo' ha' made a mistake. If yo' chooM 
to tak' that an' gi'e it to th' women an' childer as is left to 
want bread, yo' may do it an' welcome." 
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GOING SOUTH. 

Xae t][\#t ^v Fergus Derrick was allowed to spend an 
tb^ni in %n easy-chair by the fire, he heard the story of hii 
rescue from the lips of his friend, listening to it as he 
rested against tho propping cushions. 

" Don't be afraid of exciting me," he had said to Grace. 
" I have conjectui ed until I am tired of it. Tell me the 
whole story. Let me hear the end now.^^ 

Derrick's breath came quick and short as he listened, 
and his haggard face flushed. It was not only to his 
friend he Q<red his life, but to Joan Lowrie. 

" I should like to see her," he said when Grace had fin« 
!shed, "As for you, Grace — ^well — words are pool 
things." 

"They are very poor things between friends," wai 
Grace's answer ; " so let us have none of them. You are 
on this side of the grave, dear fellow — ^that is enough." 

During the rest of the day Derrick was silent and 
abstracted, but plainly full of active thought. By night- 
fall a feverish spot burned upon his cheek, and his pulse 
had quickened dangerously, 

" I must wait," he said to Grace, " and it is hard work.' 

Just at that time Anice was sitting in her room at the 
rectory, thinking of Joan also, when there came to her the 
Bound of footsteps in the passage and then a summons tc 
the door. 

" You may come in," she said. 
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Bat it wag not a servant, as she had supposed ; it was 
Joan, with a bundle upon her arm. 

" You are going away, Joan ? " she said. " To-night ? *' 

" Ay," Joan answered, as she came and stood upon the 
luarth. " I'm goin' away to-neet ' 

'* You have quite made up your mmd ? " 

" Ay," said Joan. " I mun break loose. I want to get 
ao far fro' th' owd life as I con. I'd loike to forget th' 
most on it I'm goin' to-neet, because I dunnot want to 
be axed questions. If I passed thro' th' town by day-leet, 
theer's them as ud fret me wi' their talk." 

" Have you seen Mr. Grace ? " Anice asked. 

" No. I shanna ha' th' chance to say good-bye to him. 
[ coom partly to ax yo' to say it fur me." 

" Yes, I will say it. I wish there were no need that 1 
should, tliough. I wish I could keep you." 

There was a brief silence, Joan knelt on one knee by 
the fender. 

"I ha' bin thinkin' o' Liz," she said. "I thowt I'd ax 
yo' — ^if it wur to happen so as she'd drift back here agen 
vhile I wur away — as yo'd say a kind word to her, an' tell 
her about th' choild, an' how as I niwer thowt hard on 
her, an' as th' day niwer wur as I did na pity her fro' th' 
bottom o' my souL I'm goin' toward th' south," she said 
again after a while. " They say as th' south is as differ- 
ent fio' th' north as th' day is fro' the neet. I ha' money 
enow tc help me on, an when I stop I shaL look fur 
work." 

Anice's face lighted up suddenly. 

" To the south 1 " she said. " Why did I not thmk of 
that before If you go toward the south, there is Ashley- 
Wold and grandmamma, Mrs. Galloway. I will write to 
aer now, if you will let me," rising to her feet. 
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« If yoTl gi' me th' letter, Til tak* it an' thank yo'," ftaid 
tfoan. **If dhe could help me to work or th' loike, I 
should be glad enow." 

Anice's mother's mother had alwajB been her safeat 
resource in the past, and yet, curiously enough, she had 
Dot thought of turning toward her in this case until Joan'i 
words had suggested such a course. 

Joan took the letter and put it in the bosom of her 
dress. 

"Theer's no more danger fur hvmf^^ she said 
" Thwaite towd me he wur better." 

She spoke questioningly, and Anice answered her — 

^ Yes, he is out of danger. Joan, what am I to say to 
himi" 

"To say to him I" 

She started slightly, but ended with a strained quiet 
ness of manner. 

" Theer's nowt to say," she added, rising, and prepar 
Jig to go. 

Anice rose also. She held out both her hands, and 
loan took them. 

" I will go down-stairs with you," said Anice ; and they 
went out together. 

When they reached the front door, they kissed each 
other, and Anice stood in the lighted hall and watched 
the girl's departure. 

" Gk)od-bye 1 " she said ; " and God bless you I " 

Early in the morning. Derrick called his friend to hif 
bedside. 

" I have had a bad night," he said to him. 

"Yes/' Grace answered. "It is easy enough tP bm 
that" 
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There was an annatural sparkle in the hollow eyes^ and 
the flush npon the cheek had not faded away. 

Derrick tried to laugh, and moved restlessly upon hii 
pillow.. 

** So I should imagine," said he. " The fact is — well 
jnu see I have been thinking.'' 

"About—" 

" Yes — ^yes — Grace, I cannot wait — I must hear some 
thing. A hundred things might happen. I must at least 
be sure she is not far away. I shall never regain strength 
as long as I have not the rest that knowledge will bring 
me. Will you go to her and take her a few words of 
gratitude from me t " 

"Yes, readily.'* 

" Will you go now t " 

"Yes." 

Grace would have left the room, but Derrick stretched 
out his hand and touched him. 

"Stay— "he said. 

Grace turned to him again. 

"You know" — ^in the old resolute way — "you know 
what I mean the end to be, if it may be t " 

" I think I do." 

Grace appeared at the rectory very soon afterward, and 
asked for Miss Barholm. Anice came down into the par- 
loi to meet him at once. She could not help guessing 
Hial foi some reason or other he had come to speak of 
Joan, and his first words confii-med her impression. 

" 1 have just left the Thwaites'," he said. " I went there 
to see Joan Lowrie, and find that she is not there. Mrs. 
Thwaite told me that she had left Kiggan« Ie that truet " 

" Yes. She went away last night. She came here to 
bid me good-bye, and ' eave a farewell message for youu" 
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Grace was both troubled and embarrassed. 

" I " he faltered. " Do you understand it I *• 

" Yes," Anice answered. 

Their eyes met, and she went on : 

" You know we have said that it was best that she shouKI 
break away entirely from the past. She has gone to trv 
if it is possible to do it. She wants another life alto 
getl\er." 

" I do not know what I must do," said Grace. " Yoi; 
say she has gone away, and I — I came to her from Der- 
rick." 

"From Mr. Derrick I" Anice exclaimed; and then 
both relapsed into silence. 

It was Anice who spoke first. 

" Mamma was going to send some things to Mr. Dei ricl 
this morning," she said. " I will have the basket packed 
and take it myself. If you vail let me, I will gt) with 
fen as soon as I can have the tilings prepared." 
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"a 80ABT O' POLLTGT. ' 

Thk interview between Anice and Derrick was a long 
one. At the end Derrick said : 

« I shall go to Ashley-Wold." 

Grace had been called out almost immediately after his 
return to the house ; but on his way home he met Anice, 
and having something to say about the school, he turned 
toward the rectory with her. 

They had not gone far, however, before they were 
joined by a third party, — ^Mr. Sammy Craddock, who was 
wending his way Crownward. Seeing them, Mr. Crad- 
dock hesitated for a moment, as if feeling somewhat 
doubtful ; but as they approached him, he pulled off his 
hat. 

"I dunnot know," he said, " after aw, if it would Bot 
be as well to ha' a witness. Hope yo're nicely. Miss,'' 
affably; "an' th' same to yo'. Parson. Would yo'," 
clearing his throat, " would yo' moind shakin' bonds wi' a 
chap?" 

Grace gave him his hand. 

" Thank yo'. Parson," said " Owd Sammy." « It's th' 
first toime, yo' know, but it shanna be th' last, if yo' dun- 
not see owt agen it. Th' truth is, as it's summat as has 
veen on my moind fur some toime, — ivver sin' th' acci 
dent, i' fact. Pluck's pluck, yo' see, whether yo're fur 8 
raon or agen him. Yo're not mich to look at. Yo' mowf 
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be handsomer, an' 70' mowt be likelier, — jo' mowt easil} 
ha' more muscle, an' jo' dnnnot look as if jo' wur like tc 
be mi'ch i' argyment ; but yo're getten a backbone o' yore 
own, — ^Fm danged if yo' ha' na." 

^ I'm much obliged to you, I am sure," said Grace. 

" Yo' need na be," answered Sammy, encouragingly. 
" Yo' need na be. If yo'd getten owt to be obleeged to 
me fur, I should na ha so mich to say. Yo' see I'm 
makin' a soart o' poUygy, — a soart o' poUygy," with evi- 
dent enjoyment of the word. " An' that's why I said as 
it mowt be as well to ha' a witness. I wur alius one as 
set more store by th' state than th' church, an' parsons 
wur na i' my line, an' happen I ha' ben a bit hard on yo', 
an' ha' said things as carried weight agen yo' wi' them as 
valleyed my opinion o' things i' general. An' sin' th' 
blow-up, I ha made up my moind as I would na moind 
tellin' yo' as I wur agoin' to wi'draw my oppysition, sin' 
it seemit as if I'd made a bit o' a mistake. Yo're ney* 
ther knave nor foo', if yo' are a parson. Theer now I 
Good-mornin' to yo' I " 

" Noan on 'em con say as I wur na fair," " Owd Sam- 
my " said to himself, as he went on his way shaking hifl 
head, '^ I could na ha' done no fairer. He desarved a bit 
o' commendation, an I let him ha' it. Be fair wi' a mon, 
say I, parson or no. An' he is na th' wrong sort, after aw." 

He was so well pleased with himself, that he even 
carried his virtue into The Grown, and diffused it abroad 
over his pint of sixpenny. He found it not actually un- 
pleasant to display himself as a magnate, who, having 
made a most natural mistake, had been too independent 
and straightforward to let the matter rest, and conse- 
quently had gone to the magnificent length of apologetif 
explanation. 
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" I ha' bin havin' a word or so wi' th' little parson," he 
•aid. " I ha' ben tellin' him what I thowt o' what he did 
th' day o' th' blow-up. I changed my moind about th' 
little chap that day, an' I ha' ben tellin' him bo." 

"Yo' ha'? "in an amazed chorus. " Well, now, thai 
theer vmr a turn, Sammy." 

"Ay, it wur. I'm noan afeard to speak my moind one 
way or t'other, yo' see. When a mon shows as he's me^j 
o' th' rest coth, I am na afeard to tell him I loike tb 
web.'' 
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ASHLEY— WOLD. 



Two weeks after Joan left Eiggan, she entered the ?il 
l&ge of Ashley- Wold on foot. With the exception of i 
few miles here and there, when a friendly wagoner had 
offered her a lift, she had made all her journey in this 
manner. She had met with discouragement and disap 
pointment. She had not fancied that it would be an easy 
matter to find work, though she had expressed no doubt 
to Anice, but it was even a more diflBcult matter than she 
had imagined. At some places work was not to be had, 
in others the fact that she was an utter stranger went 
against her. 

It was evening when she came to Ashley-Wold ; the 
rain was falling soft and slowly, and the air was chilL 
She was cold, and faint with hunger. The firelight that 
shone through the cottage windows brought to her an 
acute sense of her bodily weariness through its suggestion 
of rest and cheerfulness. The few passers-by — ^principally 
men and women returning from their daily labor — ^glanced 
at her curiously. 

She had held to the letter as a last resource. When she 
cx)uld not help herself she would ask for assistance, but 
not until then. Still she had always turaed her face to- 
ward Ashley- Wold. Now she meant to go to Mrs. Gallo- 
vay and deliver the letter. 

Upon entering the village she had stopped and asked t 
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farmer for dircctionfl. He had stared at her at first, 
hardly comprehending her northern dialect, but had 
finally understood and pointed out the house, whose gabloi 
could be seen from the road-side. 

So Joan made her way toward it through the evening 
rain and mist. It was a pretty place, with a quaint pic 
turesqueness. A hedge, which was a marvel of trimnesc, 
surrounded the garden, ivy clung to the walls and gables, 
and fancifully clipped box and other evergreens made a 
modest greenery about it, winter though it was. At her 
first glance at this garden Joan felt something familiar in 
it. Perhaps Anice herself had planned some portion of 
it. Joan paused a moment and stood looking over the 
hedge. 

Mrs. Galloway, sitting at her work-table near the win- 
dow, had found her attention attracted a few moments be- 
fore by a tall young woman coming down the road which 
passed on one side of the hedge. 

" There is something a little remarkable about her," 
she said. " She certainly does not belong to Ashley 
Wold." 

Then Joan stopped by the hedge and she saw her 
face and uttered a low exclamation of surprise at ite 
beauty. She drew nearer to the window and looked oul 
at her. 

" She must be very cold," said Mrs. Galloway. " She 
looks as if she had made a long journey. I will send 
riollis to her." 

A few minutes later there tripped down the garden 
ralk a trimly attired young housemaid. 

The mistress hal seen her from the window anil 
thought she looked c Id and tired. Would she coixe iatr 
the house to rest ? 
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Joan answered with a tinge of color on her cheeks Sh« 
felt a little like a beggar. 

" Tliank yo' ; I'll come,'' she said. " If th' mistreM ia 
Mrs. Oalloway, I ha' a letter fur her fro' Lancashire.'* 

Mrs. Galloway met them on the threshold. 

" The young woman, ma'am," said the servant, ** has a 
letter from Lancashire." 

" From Lancashire I " said Mrs. Galloway. 

" Fro' Riggan, mistress," said Joan. " Fro' Miss Anico 
I'm Joan Lowrie." 

That Joan Lowrie was a name familiar to her was evi- 
dent by the change in Mrs. Galloway's face. A faint 
flush of pleasure warmed it, and she spoke quickly. 

"Joan Lowrie 1" she said. "My dear child's friend! 
Then I know you very well. Come into the room, my dear." 

She led her into the room and closed the door. 

" You are very cold and your shawl is wet," laying a 
kind hand upon it " Give it to me, and take a seat by 
the fire. You must warm yourself thoroughly and have a 
cup of tea," she said, "and then I will begin to ask ques- 
tions." 

There was a wide, low-seated, low-armed, soft*cushioned 
chair at one side of the fire, and in this chair she had 
made Joan seat herself. The sudden change from the 
chill dampness of the winter day to the exquisite relief 
and rest, almost overcame the girl. She was deadly pale 
when Mrs. Galloway ceased, and her lips trembled ; she 
tried to speak, and for a moment could not ; tears rushed 
to her eyes and stood in them. But she managed to an- 
swer at last. 

" I beg yore pardon," she said. " Yo' ha' no need tc 
moind me. Th' warmth has made me a bit faint, that'i 
aw. I've noan been used to it lately." 
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Mrs. Galloway came and stood near her. 

" I am sorry to hear that, my dear," she said. 

" Yo're very kind, ma'am," Joan answered. 

She drew the letter from her dress and handed it to her 

" I getten that fro' Miss Anice the neet I left Riggan," 
i e said. 

When the tea was brought in and Joan had sat down, 
rLe old lady read the letter. 

^* Keep her vnth you if you can. Give lier the help Bht 
'%e€d8 most. She has had a ha/rd Ufe^ and wcmts toforgei 
itP 

"Now, I wonder," said Afrs. Galloway to herself ^ 
" what the help is that she needs most % " 

The rare beauty of the face impressed her as it invari- 
ably impressed strangers, but she looked beneath the sur- 
face and saw something more in it than its beauty. She 
saw its sadness, its resolution. 

When Joan rose from the table, the old lady was still 
standing with the letter in her hand. She folded it and 
spoke to her. 

" If you are sufficiently rested, I should like you to sit 
down and talk to me a little. I want to speak to you 
about your plans." 

" Then," said Joan, " happen I'd better tell yo' at th' 
start as I ha' none." 

Mrs. Galloway put her hand upon her shoulder. 

" Then," she returned, " that is all the better for me, 
for I have in my mind one of my own. You would like 
to find work to help you ^" 

" I mun find work," Joan interrupted, " or stance." 

" Of any kind \ " qnestioningly. 

"I ha' worked at th' pit's mouth aw my life;' laid 
f oan. " I need na be dainty, yo' see." 
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Mrs. Galloway smoothed the back of the aciall, witb 
ered hand apon her knee with the pahn of the other. 

" Then, perhaps," she said slowly, " you will not refuM 
tc accept my offer and stay here — with me t " 

^ Wi' yo' ? " Joan exclaimed. 

^' I am an old woman, you see," Mrs. Galloway answered. 
^*I have lived in Ashley- Wold all my life, and have, as it 
were, accumulated duties, and now as the years go by, I 
do not find it so easy to perform them as I used to. I 
need a companion who is young and strong, and quick to 
understand the wants of those who suffer. Will you stay 
here and help mef^^ 

" Wi' yo' ? " said Joan again. " Nay," she cried ; " nay 
— ^that is not fur me. I am na fit." 

On her way to her chamber some hours later Mrs. Gallo- 
way stopped at the room which had been Anice's, and 
looked in upon her guest. But Joan was not asleep, as 
she had hoped to find her. She stood at the fireside, look 
ing into the blaze. 

" Will you come here a minnit ? " she said. 

She looked haggard and wearied, but the eyes she 
raised to her hostess were resolute. 

" Theer's summat as I ha' held back fro' sayin' to yo'," 
she said, " an' th' more I think on it, th' more I see as I 
mun tell yo' if I mean to begin fair an' clear. I ha' a 
trouble as I'm fain to hide ; it's a trouble as I ha' fowt 
wi' an' ha' na helped mysen agen. It's na a shame,"^ 
straightening herself; "it's a trouble such as ony 
woman might bear an' be honest. I coom away fro^ 
Riggan to be out o' th' way on it — not to f orgeat it, for I 
oonna — ^but so as I should na be so near to — to th' huil 
on it'' 

" T do not need anothei word " Mrs Galloway answered 
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" If yon had chosen to keep it a secret^ it wovild have been 
yoar own secret as long as you chose that it should l)e sa 
There is nothing more you need! Yeiy welL (jkiod 
iif(hty mydeMrP 
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^ Mibb/' said Mrs. Thwaite, ' it wur last neet, aa' yoa 
OLOWt ha' knocked me down wi' a feather, fur I seed hei 
M plain as I see yo'." 

" Then," said Anice, " she must be in Eiggan now.** 

" Ay,'* the woman answered, *^* that she mun, though 
wheer, God knows, I dunnot It wur pretty late, yo' see, 
an' I wur gettin' th' mester's supper ready, an' as I turns 
mysen fro' th' oven, wheer I had been stoopin' down to 
look at th' bit o' bacon, I seed her face agen th' winder, 
etarin' in at me wild loike. Aye, it wur her sure enow, 
poor wench 1 She wur loike death itsen — main different 
fro' th' bit o' a soft, pretty, leet-headed lass she used to be.'' 

'^ I will go and speak to Mr. Grace," Anice said. 

The habit of referring to Grace was growing stronger 
every day. She met him not many yards away, and 
before she spoke to him saw that he was not ignorant of 
what she had to say. 

" I think you know what I am going to tell you," she 
laid. 

" I think I do," was his reply. 

The rumor had come to him from an acquaintance of 
the Maxeys, and he had made up his mind to go to theio 
at once. 

'*Ay," said the mother, regarding them with rathei 
resentful curiosity, " she wur here this momin' — Liz wur. 
She war in a bad way enow — said she'd been out ou tV 
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tramp fur nigh a week — seemit a bit out o' her head. 
Th' mon had left her again, as she mowt ha' knowed he 
would. Ay, lasses is f oo's. She'd ben i' th' Union, too, 
bad o' th' fever. I towd her she'd better ha' stayed theer. 
She wanted to know wheer Joan Lowrie wur, an' kept 
axin fur her till I wur tired o' hearin' her, and towd her 

" Did she ask about her little child ? " said Anice. 

" Ay, I think she did, if I remember reet. She said 
ftummat about wantin' to know wheer we'd put it, an' if 
Joan wur dead, too. But it did na seem to be th' choild 
she cai«d about so much as Joan Lowrie." 

" Did you tell her where we buried it ? " Grace asked. 

" Ay." 

" Thank you. I will go to the church-yard," he said to 
Anice. " I may find her there." 

" Will you let me go too ? " Anice asked. 

He paused a moment. 

" I am afraid that it would be best that I should go 
alone." 

" Let me go," she pleaded. " Don't be afraid for me. 
I could not stay away. Let me go — for Joan's sake." 

So he gave way, and they passed out together. But 
they did not find her in the church-yard. The gate had 
been pushed open and hung swinging on its hinges. 
There were fresh footprints upon the damp clay of the 
path that led to the comer where the child lay, and when 
they approached the little mound they saw that something 
had been dropped upon the grass near it. It was a thin, 
once gay-colored, little red shawl. Anice bent down and 
picked it up. " She has been here," she said. 

It was Anice who, after this, first thought of going to 
the old cottage upon the Knoll Eoad. The afternoon wai 
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waning when they left the church-yard ; when they cam« 
within sight of the cottage the snn had sunk behind tbt 
hills. In the red, wintry light, the place looked terriblj 
desolate. Weeds had sprung up about the house, anc 
their rank growth covered the very threshold, the shutters 
hung loose and broken, and a damp greenness had crept 
upon the stone step. 

A chill fell upon her when they stood before the gate 
and saw what was within. Something besides the cling- 
ing greenness had crept upon the step, — something human. 
— a homeless creature, who might have staggered there 
and fallen, or who might have laid hei-self there to die. 
It was Liz, lying with her face downward and with her ieiid 
hand against the doeed door. 



Digitized by C^OOQIC 



OHAPTEE XLIV. 

KOT YET. 

BCkb. Galloway arose and advanced to meet her viiitoi 
/frith a slightly puzzled air. 

" Mr. " she began. 

"Fergus Derrick," ended the young man. "From 
Kiggan, madam." 

She held out her hand cordially. 

" Joan is in the garden," she said, after a few momenti 
^f earnest conversation. " Go to her." 

It was a day very different from the oi?e upon which 
Joan Lowrie had come to Ashley-Wold. Spring had set 
her light foot fairly upon the green Kentish soil. Farther 
north she had only begun to show her face timidly, but 
here the atmosphere was fresh and balmy, the hedges were 
budding bravely, and there was a low twitter of birds in 
the air. The garden Anice had so often tended was flush- 
ing into bloom in sunny corners, and the breath of early 
violets was sweet in it. Derrick was conscious of their 
springtime odor as he walked down the path, in the direc- 
tion Mrs. Galloway had pointed out. It was a retired nook 
where evergreens were growing, and where the violet 
fragrance was more powerful than anywhere else, for the 
rich, moist earth of one bed was blue with them. Jood 
was standing neai* tl^ese violets, — he saw her as he turned 
into the walk^ — a motlDnless figure in heavy brown dm 
pery. 
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She heard him and started from her leverie With 
another half-dozen steps he was at her side. 

*' Don't look as if 1 had alarmed you," he said. "It 
seems such a poor begiiming to what I have come tc 
say." 

Her hand trembled so that one or two of the loose violeti' 
ihe held fell at his feet. She had a cluster of their fra- 
grant bloom fastened in the full knot of her hair. The 
dropping of the flowera seemed to help her to recover her- 
self. She drew back a little, a shade of pride in her 
gesture, though the color dyed her cheeks and her eyes 
were downcast. 

^' I cannot — I cannot listen," she said. 

The slight change which he noted in her speech touched 
him unutterably. It was not a very great change ; she 
spoke slowly and imcertainly, and the quaint northern 
burr still held its own, and here and there a word betrayed 
her effort. 

"No, no," he said, "you will listen. Ton gave me 
back my life. You will not make it worthless. If you 
cannot love me," his voice shaking, " it would have been 
less cruel to have left me where you found mo— a dead 
man, — ^for whom all pain was over." 

He stopped. The woman trembled from head to foot. 
She raised her eyes from the ground and looked at him 
catching her breath. 

" Yo' are askin' me to be yore wife 1 " she said. ^ Me 1 ' 

" I love you," he answered. " ToUy and no othei 
woman ! " 

She waited a moment and then turned suddenly away 
from him, and leaned against the tree under which they 
were standing, resting her face upon her arm. Hei 
hand clung among the ivy leaves and crushed them 
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Her old speech came back in the quick hushed ciy she 
altered^ 

" I conna turn yo' fro' me," she said. ^ Oh I 1 conna I " 

« Thfcnk God 1 Thank God 1 " he cried. 

lie would ha\'e caught her to his breast, but she held 
up her hand to restrain him. 

" Not yet," she said, " riot yet. I conna turn you M 
me, but theer's summat I must ask. Give me th' time to 
make myself worthy — ^give me th' time to work an' strive; 
l)e patient with me until th' day comes when I can come to 
yo' an' know I need not sliame yo'. They say I am na slon 
at leamin' — wait and see how I can work for th' men — fu 
lb' mon I love." 
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IVilliam Waldorf Astor. 

Valentino: An Historical Romance, iimo, $i.oo. Sforza: A 
Story of Milan. i2mo, $1.50. 

'* The story is full of clear-cut little tableaux of mediaeval Italian 
manners, customs and observances. The movement throughout is 
spirited, the reproduction of bygone times realistic." 

— The New York THbune, 

Arlo Bates. 

A Wheel of Fire. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. 

"The novel deals with character rather than incident, and is evolved 
from one of the most terrible of moral problems with a sublety not 
unlike that of Hawthorne. "-- T^^ CriHc. 

W. H. Bishop. 

A Pound of Cure. i2mo, $1.00. 

"A powerful and purposeful story, clean and strong and interesting 
throughout." — The Churchman, 

Hjalmar H. Boyesen. 

Falconberg. Illustrated. i2mo, $1.50. Gunnar. Sq. i2mo, 
paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.25. Tales fk*om Two Hemispheres. 
Sq. i2mo, $1.00. Ilka on the Hill Top, and Other Stories. 
Sq. i2mo, $1.00. Queen Titanla* Sq. i2mo, $1.00. Social 
Strugglers. i2mo, $1.25. 

*'Mr. Boyesen 's stories possess a sweetness, a tenderness and a 
drollery that are fascinating, and yet they are no more attractive than 
they are strong." — The Home Journal. 

Robert Bridges. 

Overheard in Arcady. i2mo, illustrated, $1.25. 

" The cleverest book of the year. Aside from the humor, it is a keen 
and subtile criticism of living authors." — Atlanta Constitution, 

Noah Brooks. 

Tales of the Maine Coast. i2mo, $1.00. 

'* They are all good ; * Pansy Pegg' is a classic. Hawthorne did few, 
if any, better things than ' A Century Ago.* ^^— Boston Advertiser. 
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H. C. Bunner, 

The Story of a New York House. Illustrated by A. B. Frost. 

i2mo, $1.25. The Midge. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. 

Zadoc Pine, and Other Stories. i2mo, pap., 50 cts. ; do., $1.00. 

'Mt is Mr. Banner's delicacy of touch and appreciation of what is 

literary art that give his writings distinctive quality. Everything Mr. 

Runner paints shows the happy appreciation of an author who has not 

alone mental discernment, but the artistic appreciation." — N. Y. Times. 

Frances Hodgson Burnett. 

That Lasso' Lowrie's. Illustrated. Paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. 
Haworth'Si Illustrated. i2mo, $1.25. Through One Admin- 
istration. i2mo, $1.50. Louisiana. i2mo, $i.2<;. A Fair 
Barbarian. i2mo, paper, 50 cts., cloth, $1.25. Vagabondia: 
A Love Story. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. Surly Tim, 
and Other Stories. i2mo, $1.25. Earlier Stories. First Series. 
Earlier Stories. Second Series. i2mo, each, paper, 50 cts.; 
cloth, $1.25. The Pretty Sister of Jose. Illustrated by C. S. 
Reinhart. i2mo, $1.00. 

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Sq. 8vo, $2.00. Sara Crewe* Sq. 
8vo, $1.00. Little Saint Elizabeth, and Other Stories. Sq. 
8vo, $1.50. Giovanni and the Other. Sq, Svo, $2.00. Illus- 
trated by R. B. Birch. 
" Mrs. Burnett discovers gracious secrets in rough and forbidding 
natures — the sweetness that oilen underlies their bitterness — the soul of 
goodness in things evil. She seems to have an intuitive perception of 
character." — Richard Henry Stoddard. 

William Allen Butler. 

Domesticus. A Tale of the Imperial City. i2mo, $1.25. 

George IV. Cable. 

The Grandissimes* i2mo, paper, 50 cts., cloth, $1.25. Old 

Creole Days. i2mo, cloth, $1.25; also in two parts, paper, 

each, 30 cts. Dr. Sevier. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, ii.25. 

Bonaventure. i2mo, paper, 50 cts ; $1.25. TAe set, 4 vols.^ 

SS'Oo. John March, Southerner. (/« Press.) 

" There are few living American writers who can reproduce for us more 

perfectly than Mr. Cable does, in his best moments, the speech, the 

manners, the whole social atmosphere of a remote time and a peculiar 

people. A delicious flavor of humor penetrates his stories." 

— T^e New York Tribune^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCRIBNER'S BRIEF LIST OF FICTION. 3 

Rebecca Harding Davis. 

Silhouettes of American Life. 1 2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1 .00. 

" There are altogether thirteen stories in the volume, all written in that 
direct, forcible style which is Mrs. Davis's distinctive merit as a producer of 
fiction." — Boston Beacon, 

Richard Harding Davis. 

Gallegher, and Other Stories. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. 

"The freshness, the strength, and the vivid picturesqueness of the 
stories are indisputable, and their originality and their marked distinction 
are no less decided." — Boston Saturday Gazette, 

Paul Du Cbaillu. 

Ivar the Viking, iimo, $1.50. 

" The story of a typical Norseman in the third and fourth centuries. The 
volume is a thrilling and an interesting one." — Boston Advertiser. 

Edward Eggleston. 

Roxy. The Circuit Rider. Illustrated. Each, i2mo, $1.50. 

**Dr. Eggleston's fresh and vivid portraiture of a phase of life and 
manners hitherto almost unrepresented in literature ; its boldly contrasted 
characters, and its unconventional, hearty, religious spirit, took hold of the 
public imagination." — The Christian Union, 

Erckmann-Chatrian. 

The Conscript. Illustrated. Waterloo. Illustrated. Sequel to The 
Conscript. Madame Th^rdse. The Blockade of Phalsburg. 
Illustrated. The Invasion of France in 1814. Illustrated. A 
Miller's Story of the War. Illustrated. 

The National Novels ^ each, $1.2$ ; the set, 6 vols., $7,^0- 
Friend Fritz. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.25. 
Harold Frederic. 

Seth's Brother's Wife* i2mo, $1.25 The Lawton Girl. i2mo, 

$1.25 ; paper, 50 cts. In the Valley* Illustrated. i2mo, $1.50. 

The Copperhead. i2mo, $1.00. Marsena, and Other Stories. 

i2mo, $1.00. 

" It is always a pleasure to welcome a vigorous new-comer in literature, 

and the talents of Mr. Frederic abundantly entitle him to this description. 

Mr. Frederic is a realist and his work is well done." — Boston Post, 
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Eugene Field. 

A Little Book of Profitable Tales. i6mo, $1.25. 

** This pretty little volume promises to perpetuate examples of a wit, 
humor and pathos, quaint and rare in their kind." — New York Tribune. 

James Anthony Fronde. 

The Two Chiefs of Dunboy. An Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.50. 

**The narrative is full of vigor, spirit and dramatic power. It will 
unquestionably be widely read, for it presents a vivid and life-like study of 
character with romantic color, and adventurous incident for the back- 
ground." — Tke New York Tribune, 

Robert Grant. 

Face to Face. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.25. The Reflec 

tions of a Married Man. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. 

The Opinions of a Philosopher. i2mo, illustrated, $1.00. 

" In the ' Reflections,' Mr. Grant has given us a capital little book which 

should easily strike up literary comradeship with ^ The Reveries of a 

^2iC\\Q\ox.'''— Boston Transcript, 

Edward Everett Hale. 

Philip Nolan's Friends. Illust'd. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.50. 
" There is no question, we think, that this is Mr. Hale's completest and 
best novel."— r^^ Atlantic Monthly, 

Marion Harland. 

Judith. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. Handicapped. 
i2mo, $1.50. With the Best Intentions. i2mo, cloth, $1.00; 
paper, 50 cts. 
"Fiction has afforded no more charming glimpses of old Virginia life 
than are found in this delightful story, with its quaint pictures, its admir- 
ably drawn characters, its wit, and its frankness." 

— The Brooklyn Daily Times. 

Joel Chandler Harris. 

Free Joe, and Other Georgian Sketches. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; 
cloth, $1.00. 
" The author's skill as a story writei has never been more felicitously 
illustrated than in this volume." — The New York Sun. 

Augustus Allen Hayes. 

The Jesuit's Ring. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.00. 
" The conception of the story is excellent."— 7*^^ Boston Traveller. 
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George A, Hibbard. 

The Governor, and Other Stories. i2mo, doth, $1.00; paper, 

50 cts. 

'' It is still often urged that, except in remote corners, there is nothing 

in our American life which appeals to the artistic sense, but certainly these 

stories are American to the core, and yet the artistic sense is strong in them 

throughout . ' ' — Critic, 

Dr. J. G. Holland. 

Sevenoaks. The Bay Path. Arthur Bonnicastle. Miss Gilbert's 

Career Nicholas Minturn* Each, i2mo, $1.25; the set, $6.25. 

Sevenoaks and Arthur Bonnicastle* Each, paper, 50 cts. 

''Dr. Holland will always find a congenial audience in the homes of 

culture and refinement. He does not affect the play of the darker and 

fiercer passions, but delights in the sweet images that cluster around the 

domestic hearth. He cherishes a strong fellow-feeling with the pure and 

tranquil life in the modest social circles of the American people, and has 

thus won his way to the companionship of many friendly hearts." 

— The New York Tribune. 

Thomas A. Janvier. 

Color Studies, and a {Mexican Campaign. i2mo paper, 50 cts.; 

cloth, $1.00. 

' ' Piquant, novel and ingenious, these little stories, with all their simplicity, 

have excited a wide interest. The best of them, 'Jaune D'Antimoine,' is 

a little wonder in its dramatic effect, its ingenious construction." — Critic. 

Henry Kingsley. 

Ravenshoe. Geoffrey Hammond. Austin Elliott. i2mo. 

{In press.) 

George P. Lathrop, 

Newport* 1 2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. An Echo of Passion. 
i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. In the Distance. i2mo, 
paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1 .00. 
" His novels have the refinement of motive wTiich characterize the 
analytical school, but his manner is far more direct and dramatic." 

— The Christian Union. 

Grander Matthews. 

The Secret of the Sea, and Other Stories. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; 

cloth, $1 .00. The Last Meeting. 1 2mo, cloth, $1 .00. 

" Mr. Matthews is a man of wide observation and of much familiarity 

with the worid. His literary style is bright and crisp, with a peculiar 

sparkle about it — wit and humor judiciously mingled — which renders his 

pages more than ordinarily interesting." — The Rochester Post-Express. 
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George Meredith. 

Lord Ormont and His Aminta. i2mo, $1.50. 
"A novel for which the lover of literature will do well to put up his 
hands and, in the words of the old grace, be * truly thankful.*" 

—Pall Mall Budget 

George Moore. 

Vain Fortune. i2mo, $1.00. 
'• How a woman's previous ideas and actions will completely change 
when the medium of a wild, intense love is interposed, was never more 
skillfully sketched."— -B^j/^ Times, 

Fit^-James O'Brien. 

The Diamond Lens, with Other Stories. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. 
" These stories are the only things in literature to be compared with 
Poe's work, and if they do not equal it in workmanship, they certainly do 
not yield to it in originality." — TAe Philadelphia Record. 

Duffleld Osborne, 

The Spell of Ashtaroth. i2mo, $1.00. 
*' It has a simple but picturesque plot, and the story is told in a vividly 
dramatic way . ' ' — Chicago Times. 

Bliss Perry. 

The Broughton House. i2mo, $1.25. Salem Kittredge, and 

Other Stories. i2mo, $1.00. 
"A wonderfully shrewd and vivid picture of life in one of our hill 
towns in summer." — Hartford Post, 

Thomas Nelson Page. 

In Old Virginia. Marse Chan and Other Stories. i2mo, $1.25. 

On Newfound River. i2mo, $1.00. Elsket, and Other Stories. 

i2mo, $1.00. Marse Chan. Ills, by Smedley. Sq. i2mo, $1.50. 

IWeh Lady. Ills, by Reinhart. Sq. i2mo, $1.50. A New Volume 

of Stories (in press), 

" Mr. Page enjoys the distinction of having written the most exquisite 

story of the war ('Marse Chan') which has yet appeared. His stories 

are beautiful and faithful pictures of a society now become a portion and 

parcel of the irrevocable past." — Harper's Magazine, 

George I. Putnam. 

In Blue Uniform. i2mo, $1.00. On the Offensive* i2mo,$i.oo. 

'* An entertaining picture of life on the frontier by one who knows 
whereof he is writing." — The Churchman, 
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Saxe Holm's Stories. 

First SerieSi Second Series^ Each, i2mo, paper, 50c; cloth, $1.00. 

'* Saxe Holm's characters are strongly drawn, and she goes right to the 

heart of human experience, as one who knows the way. We heartily 

commend them as vigorous, wholesome, and sufficiently exciting stories." 

— TAe Advance, 

Stories from Scribner. 

Stories of New York. Stories of the Railway. 

Stories of the South. Stories of Italy. 

Stories of the Sea. Stories of the Army. 

Illustrated. Each, i6mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, 75 cts. ; half calf, $1 .50. 

* ' Only those who have regularly read Scribner's have any idea of the 
delightful contents of these volumes, for they contain some of the best 
stories written for that periodical. They are exquisitely bound, clearly 
printed on fine paper, and admirably illustrated." — Boston Times, 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 

strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; i2mo, paper, 

25 cts.; cloth, $1.00. Kidnapped. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, 

ill., $1.25. The IWerry Men, and Other Tales and Fables. 

i2mo, paper, 35 cts.; cloth, $1.00. New Arabian Nights. 

i2mo, paper, 30 cts.; cloth, $1.00. The Dynamiter^ i2mo, 

paper, 30 cts.; cloth, $1.00. The Black Arrow. III. i2mo, 

paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. The Wrong Box* i2mo, paper, 

50 cts. ; cloth, $1 .00. The Master of Ballantrae. 1 2mo, paper, 

50 cts.; cloth, ill., $1.25. The Wrecker. i2mo, ill., $1.25. 

Island Nights' Entertainments. i2mo, ill., $1.25. David 

Balfour. i2mo, $1.50. 

''Stevenson belongs to the romantic school of fiction writers. He is 

original in style, charming, fascinating, and delicious, with a marvelous 

command of words, and with a manner ever delightful and magnetic." 

— Boston Transcript. 

Charles Warren Stoddard. 
South Sea Idyls. i2mo, $1.50. 
" Brimful of delicious descriptions of South Sea Island life. Neither 
Loti nor Stevenson has expressed from tropical life the luscious, fruity 
delicacy, or the rich wine-like bouquet of these sketches." — Independent. 

T. R. Sullivan. 

Day and Night Stories. First and Secpnd Series. Each, i2mo, 

cloth, $1.00 ; paper, 50 cts. Roses of Shadow. i2mo, $1.00. 

Tom Sylvester. i2mo, $1 .50. 

'* Mr. Sullivan's style is at once easy and refined, conveying most 

happily that atmosphere of good breeding and polite society which is 

indispensable to the novel of manners, but which so many of them 

lamentably fail oi."—The Nation. 
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Frederick J. Stimson (J. S. of Dale). 

Guerndale. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.25. The Crime of 
Henry Vane. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. The Senti- 
mental Calendar. 111. i2mo, $1.00. First Harvest. i2mo, 
$1.25. The Residuary Legatee. i2mo, paper, 35 cts.; cloth, 
$1.00. In the Three Zones. i2mo, $1.00. 
"No young novelist in this country seems better equipped than Mr. 
Stimson is."— T^f Philadelphia Bulletin, 

Frank R. Stockton. 

Pomona's Travels. Illustrated by A. B. Frost. i2mo, $2.00. 
Rudder Grange. i2mo, paper, 60 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. Illustrated 
by A. B. Frost. Sq. i2mo, $2.00. The Late Mrs. Null. i2mo, 
paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.25. The Lady, or the Tiger? and 
Other Stories. i2mo, paper, 50 cts. ; doth, $1.25. The Christ- 
mas Wreck, and Other Stories. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, 
$1 .25. The Bee-Man of Orn, and Other Fanciful Tales. i2mo, 
cloth, $1.25. Amos Kilbright, with Other Stories. i2mo, 
paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. The Rudder Grangers Abroad, 
and Other Stories. i2nio, paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, $1.25. Ardis 
Claverden, new edition. i2mo, $1.50. 
" Of Mr. Stockton's stories what is there to say, but that they are an 
unmixed blessing and delight ? He is surely one of the most inventive of 
talents, discovering not only a new kind in humor and fancy, but accumu- 
lating an inexhaustible wealth of details in each fresh achievement, the 
least of which would be riches from another hand." — W. D. Howells. 

Stories by American Authors. 

Cloth, i6mo, JO cts* each; set, 10 vols., $S*oo; cabinet edition, 
in sets only, $7.^0. 
' ' The public ought to appreciate the value of this series, which is pre- 
serving permanently in American literature short stories that have con. 
tributed to its advancement." — The Boston Globe, 

Octave Tbanet. 

Expiation. Illustrated by A. B. Frost. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; 
cloth, $1.00. Stories of a Western Town. i2mo. Illustrated 
by A. B. Frost. $1.25. 
" Good, wholesome, and fresh. The Western character has nevei been 
better presented." — Boston Courier, 

John T. Wheelwright. 

A Child of the Century. i2mo, paper, 50 cts.; cloth, $1.00. 
" A typical story of political and social life, free from cynicism of morbid 
realism, and brimming over with fun." — The Christian at Work, 
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